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VII City of Flames  1

Sarah awoke with a start, the pile driver behind her eyes kicked into overdrive the moment she became 
aware of her surroundings. Bright shards of light cut through the dingy window like daggers, sending 
her diving back under the covers for refuge.

She ached everywhere and she could tell that there was more than two people in the bed with her, but 
the thing that bothered her most was the clinking of bottles when she shifted. She didn't drink for a 
reason, that she had was probably a sign that she had been wallowing again. Unhealthy, Sarah, very 
unhealthy.

No more unhealthy than dreaming about drowning, though.

Tessarie's voice blared through the din and shook Sarah to the core. “Good morning!”

Sarah curled into a ball under the blankets and plugged her ears. Remotely, she heard herself groan, 
“please, no yelling.”

“I'm not!” She screamed. Sarah groaned out again. Gods, how could she be so damned chipper first 
thing in the morning. “Sarah, you told--”

“Stop,” Sarah thrust her hand out from under the blankets. “Just. . . Give me a moment.”

“Oh. . . “ There was a small pause. “O- All right.”

“Water?”

“Sure. Are we--”

“Water.” Sarah tucked the covers over her eyes to create a blindfold. “No talk. Just water.” She waited 
until the young elf left the room before she rolled over to check on the other occupants of the bed; both 
were men, attractive, young, but hardly memorable. It explained the soreness, but one of them looked 
like they should have been downstairs guarding the house in case Scarface's group tried to pay a visit.

Sarah sighed. “Bollocks.”

A man's voice murmured in the back of her mind. “The trials and tribulations of horny old women, 
huh?” The voice made her ache all the more. It had that heavy northern lint to it, deep and warm and 
wholly understated in its power. Ithric. “Come on, Sestra-tay. It's time to get up.”

She was too hung over to deal with ghosts. Even if they only existed in her mind. There were plans to 
make; plans to unmake the mistakes of the past and, if she was right, plans to appease a goddess who 
would welcome them all into Her embrace when they were all blasted into dirt. The lucky ones would 
be burned alive, crushed or eaten-- but Sarah? Sarah wouldn't be one of the lucky ones.

The result, however, would be the same.



To the vast majority of the people who had shown up in light of the Goddess's manifestation, they had 
all been given a holy quest to stop a great evil. With a little careful manipulation on Sarah's part and 
Keiter's fervent preaching, they had started the group on their way to Desrol. Let the heros lead the 
way, she figured.

“Sarah?” Tessarie whispered. “Sarah, it is time to get up.”

“Mgh.” She rubbed her eyes. “Hardly.” Getting up meant having to face reality, though. In reality, you 
ignored a God's demand-- however politely it was phrased-- at your own peril. Gods be damned, 
though, she wasn't ready to die; heros did that kind of crap. She wasn't even a servant of Isira, why 
should she run off to fill her grave so early. “I'm not that old. . .” She grumbled to no one in particular.

“As you say, but you asked me to rouse you after high-noon.” Tessarie said softly. “We are nearly into 
the early evening,” she paused for a long moment. “You promised you would tell me how my brother is
doing.”

Sarah braved the bright light, shading her eyes against the throbbing agony that lanced her skull. 
Tessarie was wearing a modest peasant dress much too big for her with a hand full of fabric bundled up
around her slender arm. The glass of water in her other hand was trembling a little as she looked on. 
“What's wrong dear?” Sarah hauled herself up and took the glass.

The small elf sucked air through her teeth and rocked forward on her feet, causing her modest chest to 
press against the tan fabric of the dress. Sarah found herself watching the movement thoughtfully, 
smirking. She was a pleasant image first thing in the morning. “I just. . . I want to know about him. 
Why did he send you?”

Sarah took a long drink, trying to dredge through her memories of the night before. Muddled by a 
lingering haze of alcohol and the pungent smell of sex, she couldn't think of much of anything.  She 
glanced at the two men beside her with a frown. Was it that bad that it wasn't memorable? Gods, what 
had she done last night? She downed the rest of the water. “Well. . .” She decided to start her 
fabrication like any good story should start. “You see, what happened was--”

A window somewhere else on the second floor broke. Then another. The women exchanged a look just 
as a silhouette darkened the room's window from outside. Sarah pointed to it as she threw her glass 
down and dived out of bed. Tessarie could fend for herself, so far as she was concerned. Mages tended 
to be pretty sharp on the draw.

The young elf looked back at the window with a blank expression. She hesitated. At once, the window 
burst inwards sending shards of glass and wood frame in every direction. A man's bulk replaced the 
window.

Tessarie scuttled back out of the way as the men in bed stirred. Sarah grabbed the nearest bottle and 
threw it at the intruder, looking around the piles of clothes for her pistol. If this was a divine reminder 
of her 'quest', she was going to have to have a talk with Keiter and try to commune with Isira again. She
wasn't a patsy, not even for a goddess.

Something was wrong, though. Something was very wrong. The man wore black leathers and carried 
several blades, a set of shackles dangled from his belt. He ducked the bottles easily and lunged towards 



Sarah.

The not-so-nimble half-elf scrambled over the bed, ignoring the groans of the men who's stomachs she 
accidentally pressed on as she went. One of them grabbed her foot by reflex and she tumbled off the 
bed awkwardly. Tessarie was backed up in the corner by a second man in leathers and the first one was 
marching towards Sarah, surefooted as a mountain goat. Confident he had gotten what he was after.

“Wake up!” Sarah flailed. Shoved off against the bed. The man in leathers drew a blade and started to 
kneel down on her when her hand smacked into something hard and metal amidst the discarded clothes.
Just as she wrapped her right hand around the familiar curve of her flintlock, the man in leathers 
dropped down to a knee beside her. He drew a blade and reached for her throat.

Sarah grabbed for his hand ineffectually as the man bore down on her. “Zxhoo wants to see you.”

“Let me check my schedule--” She was no match for his strength but she just needed a second. “Wake 
up!” She kicked one of the men in the ribs which got an immediately vulgar response. The intruder 
looked up briefly as Sarah freed her left foot from the grip of last night's lover, slamming it forward 
into the intruder's temple.

He baulked, pivoting to the side and giving Sarah enough room to maneuver. She ducked away, raised 
her pistol and got out of his reach in one smooth motion.

“Let her go!” Sarah forced power she didn't believe into her voice. In elven she added, “Put them to 
sleep!”

“I- I can't!” The girl stammered.

So much for mages being prepared for anything, Sarah mused. Acutely aware of her nudity and only 
distantly of the slamming headache between her ears, she leveled the barrel of her pistol at the nearer 
man.

Last night's entertainment was half crawling out of bed when the man in leathers hunched down, 
lowering his blade. Both men assessed the situation quickly and the younger of them-- the one Sarah 
had hired to guard the temple in the first place-- muttered something. He was just about to reach for his 
clothes when the intruder grabbed him by the throat and raised a tiny dagger to his jugular.

He and Sarah stared at one another. Neither flinched. Sarah slid her thumb to the hammer and cocked it
back all the way. She never kept it ready to fire, for fear something would set it off. Most people didn't 
know that, though. She swallowed, trying to find the bead sight on the end of the barrel.

The men were only a man's height away but without her glasses, they may as well have been a full 
league. “This doesn't have to end in blood.” The man in leathers said. “We just want you.” He pressed 
the blade to the young man's throat hard enough to draw a sliver off crimson.

Something downstairs crashed. A sharp woosh of divine energy crackled through the air like a cold 
snap. Sarah sucked in a sharp breath. It had to have been Keiter. There was some commotion in one of 
the other rooms as people started to wake and fight back. Even though the gypsy troop had left 
yesterday, there were still a couple dozen people in the temple, many of them fighters in one form or 
another.



As she tried to puzzle out how to leverage that information, the other man that had been in bed lunged 
at the intruder and the young guard. The intruder didn't hesitate to drive his dagger into his hostage's 
throat, spraying his would be savior with a bright red spray of blood. The three of them tumbled into a 
heap as the new combatant fought with the man in leathers for control of the situation.

Sarah raised her pistol towards the elf and second intruder. “Let the girl go or--” she stopped when she 
saw Tessarie throw her hands out to defend herself against the man's advance. A crackle of energy lit 
the air and in the space of a second the men in the room dropped on the spot. Tessarie grabbed the arms
of her dress and backed into the corner, sobbing.

Everyone had different ways of dealing with stress but this was hardly the time to break down. They 
could do that later, when there wasn't a chance they'd get a random knife in the back. Sarah scooped up 
her clothes and stepped over the pile of men. She tip toed around the spreading pool of blood with a 
slight inward wince. The kid was too young to have died like this. She couldn't do anything to help 
him, though. 

It wasn't her fault, she promised herself. She couldn't channel healing energy, that was hardly her fault. 
Her god was one of creation and invention, not bloody healing. She clenched her jaw yet again, 
deliberately looking away from the corpse. She threw her shirt on and managed to snake into her 
trousers before the men started to stir. The one nearest Tessarie was the fastest of the bunch and he was 
getting his mental footing even faster than Sarah was prepared for.

She lunged over the man and grabbed Tessarie out of the corner, “Come on!”

“B- B-”

Sarah padded over the men even as they began to stir, yanking the small elf along as she made for the 
door. “It would seem there'll be no room service this morning!” she yanked the girl hard when she tried
to stop-- “Focus, dear.” She firmed her voice, meeting her eyes. “Focus on my voice. We'll get out of 
this, I need your help, though.”

She blinked a couple of times and nodded meekly. “Good, this way, then.” Sarah cracked the door and 
peeked. There were clothes strewn about the semi-circle of the second floor landing and a few empty 
bottles. The doors to the other rooms were closed and nothing moved. “Off we go.”

As far as escapes went, it wasn't the worst she was ever going to make; all she needed to do was collect
Keiter and they could be on their way.

She got as far as the railing when she saw six guards barging in the front door. Short swords at the 
ready.

They looked up at her and saw the pistol. One of the guards shouted and pointed at her. Sarah spun on 
her heel, knowing better than to try to explain herself. She grabbed Tessarie's hand when the girl tried 
to stall. The two of them plowed into one of the men in leather that had broken into the room and Sarah
kneed him in the groin as hard as she could. “Sorry about this!” She swept in with her pistol trained on 
the other man in leather and motioned him toward the door. “Be a dear and block the door for me, 
would you?”



“W--”

“Ah, ah, ah!” Sarah tutted, ushering Tessarie towards the missing window, “I have the gun, dear and at 
this range I could not possibly miss. . .” That was a blatant lie, of course, but the young man seemed to 
take her word for it. As the spry little elf hauled herself through the broken window and on to the tiled 
overhang, Sarah corralled the would be kidnapper towards the door so he could put his weight against 
it.

In the hall, the guards were crashing through doors and more sounds of combat were echoing through 
the wooden building. It was only a second before an axe head broke through the door paneling, causing
the kidnapper to flinch away. Sarah tutted, glancing back briefly to ensure Tessarie had gotten clear. 
She moved towards the door with her pistol unwavering. “Keep your hands on the door, now, it'd be a 
shame for my finger to slip for want of a simple misunderstanding.”

He glared at her. Sarah climbed out as best she could. The tiles were warm against her bare feet but she 
was barely aware of it. Her mind was swimming with scenarios-- one of her contingency plans had to 
have applied to this, she was sure.

None of her contingencies involved keeping others alive, though.

There was a tight alley between the temple and the merchant guild building next door. As Tessarie lead 
them across the tiles towards the back of the house, Sarah caught a brief glimpse of a reflection in the 
second floor window. Two men in plate armor were running towards the front of the temple, swords 
already at the low ready. They were knights. They had to be.

They would've killed Keiter without thinking about it-- temple or not, priest or not, kobolds were kill 
on sight. Her heart clenched. Kobold or not, he was still a friend. Sarah stopped, looked back.

The kidnappers were climbing out of the window to catch up to her. If she didn't stop them, he was 
going to be killed.

She wasn't a hero, gods dammit.

“Sarah?!” Tessarie whined.

She looked to the elf. Then back. The kidnappers had halved the distance to her. Sarah clenched her 
jaw, raised her pistol. She wasn't a hero.

She wasn't a hero.
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Sarah leveled her pistol at the larger of the two men-- his silhouette was back-lit by the blinding sun 
that set her headache pounding even harder into her very soul. She did her best to blink it away even as 
her hands trembled in the sheer intensity of the pain. The semi-steep pitch of the roof, pointing down 
towards the alley, made it hard to keep her balance which was only compounded by the loose and 
broken tiles. All of which Sarah seemed to find with the ball of her bare feet.

She loosened her arm and her grip on the flintlock, swinging it between the two to hide her trembling. 
“Now, now, let's be civil about this!” her voice was clear, confident. This was good. The sweat slicking 
her palm was another matter entirely. “I would not prefer to explain to your wives why I had to pull this
trigger!”

The two men slowed their approach across the roof tiles, spreading out ever so slightly to make two 
distinct targets without so much as a glance between them. They were as professional as the others in 
the alley, which meant Zxhoo was spending real coin to find her. It seemed he was serious about it-- 
that revelation was liberating and terrifying at the same time.

“Sarah--” Tessarie's lithe elven form slunk up towards her, whispering in elven. “We need to go! What 
are you doing?!”

“Patience, dear girl. . .” She swallowed. She couldn't leave Keiter to face the soldiers and knights alone.
Not after everything they had been through together, not after all the work she had invested in him. He 
was her greatest creation-- a kobold who turned from evil and embraced compassion and worked hard 
to alleviate suffering? It was a masterstroke of manipulation. He was also her friend.

Friend. Yes, that was the right word. Regardless of whatever may have happened, they were friends.

The two men inched towards the women with their hands out in a sign of non-agression, taking more 
effective angles to cut her off even as Sarah backpedaled. Chin held high and jaw straight, her mind 
worked furiously to find a way out of the situation.

Sarah's gaze flicked to the tiles, considering. There were gaps between the tiles big enough for a finger 
to fit between and no visible backing under it. “My good mistress of magic, might I impose upon you to
cast a spell to render these two to sleep again? We need to affect a rescue.”

“I cannot! The magic only works once in a day, it won't affect them at all!”

“Surely you have some other spells?”

“I--” the diminutive elf made an 'eep' sound. Sarah glanced back. They had reached the edge of the 
roof. The alley below intersected between the merchant's guild and a pair of smaller homes with wood 
shingle roofs. Sarah's bare feet made her keenly aware of just how rough those shingles looked.

“Bollocks.”



“Just come with us!” one of the men said. “It's not like you have anywhere to go!”

“Tempting, truly. But I'm afraid I must decline!” Sarah glanced between the rotting plaster that 
wrapped the house to her left and the high quality plaster wall of the Merchant's Guild. She was much 
too hungover for this shit, she decided.

“Not like you have any roof left, rat!” The shorter man banked off towards the wall of the house. An 
immediate threat.

Sarah saw the situation play out three different ways in a split second-- he'd push her off, she might 
break her leg and be easier to handle; he'd grab her before she could shoot; she would get a single shot 
off and he would grab her. The tiles creaked under the man's bulk as he took another step towards her.

There were other options, though. She just needed to find them. Sarah swiveled her aim towards the 
man, swallowed. He was in the process of stepping over a broken tile when a flash of inspiration 
burned through her hungover mind.

The roof had to have some kind of eaves hidden under the lip of the last tile to support the weight and 
keep the entire roof from falling off, and since there were no braces under it, chances were good the 
eaves held up the entirety of the weight. She took a half step back, measuring the distance between 
them. It was just crazy enough to work.

“Fine, fine! Who am I to refuse such an assertive and well meaning individual,” Sarah turned her pistol 
up so it was aiming skyward with her off hand held out to her side in a show of surrender. She 
murmured to Tessarie. “Follow my lead but don't move.”

“W--”

The two men started towards her again. “That's it. Just drop the toy and--”

Sarah feigned turning, shouting to Tessarie. “Jump!”

As expected, the two men started toward her at a run. Sarah wrenched her aim down towards her best 
guess at where the eaves were. The flintlock bucked with a thunderous CRACK and a bloom of smoke 
erupted from the firing chamber. The ball blasted into a tile at the edge of the roof-- the tile broke apart,
showing the alley below and revealed that the wooden eave had indeed been rotted by rain damage.

The younger man hadn't caught on to what was happening yet. His weight came down on the tile and it 
started to slide. The moment of confusion where he was torn between going forward or jumping back 
lasted just that split second longer than Sarah expected-- he was still waffling about, trying to decide 
which way to go when she charged forward and cracked him in the face with the flat of her pistol.

As he pinwheeled and tried to grab her, she shifted her weight and shoved against the wall, sending his 
momentum off with the sliding tiles. Hands grabbed Sarah's hair but she shoved for all she was worth. 
Pain burned in her skull as he jerked her head, dragging her closer to the edge. Only inches away, she 
pivoted and punched him in the stomach with all she could muster. Years of working around a forge 
and lifting heavy things had given her punch some power and he grunted a hollow 'umph!' He let go.

Distantly, she heard him tumble off along with the crashing tiles. Screaming came next. Still mildly 



disoriented, she tried to brace her foot behind her and it fell to empty air. She pinwheeled and tried to 
throw her weight forward. Someone grabbed her. A big, strong hand grabbed her blouse and yanked her
to its owner. The bigger man had a knife in his off hand and he was just about to stab her when she 
threw her hands up to grab the blade. “N- Now, now!”

He was strong. Damn strong. She winced inwardly as she pushed back against the blade. Her hands 
were trembling with adrenaline and strain as they both fought for control. She was quickly loosing 
ground-- the tip of the blade kissed her skin with its tip.

What a load of bollocks.

Sarah kicked feebly at the man, barely missing his groin. He bore down on her and made to push one 
last time. She slid her hand around the spine of the blade, gripped the metal and pushed her will into the
barrier she had erected in her mind. She bored into it with diamond tipped intensity, focusing so hard 
that she lost track of the real world, distantly registering a stinging sensation in her shoulder as she 
pushed harder against the blockage.

It wasn't a prayer. It wasn't holy. It wasn't even an acknowledgement of the divine so much as the 
trickling release of power that reverberated through her fingers in blissful agony. It was as if someone 
had tapped a hole into a concrete dam and the pressure was cutting through Sarah's entire being. She 
gritted her teeth against the pain and shoved her will harder. The pinhole became an awl sized hole.

That's when the screaming began.

She hated this part.

The metal beneath her fingers discolored and corroded, becoming pliable and brittle even as it started 
to crack and break apart, dissolving in the wind like rusty sand. The rest of the dagger followed suit and
shortly after, the man's hand began to wilt, shrivel and turn black. Necrosis ate through his flesh like a 
fire set upon kindling and in seconds his entire hand up to the wrist was as black and shriveled as his 
leathers. He howled in pain and dropped to his knees, leaving Sarah to the mercies of gravity.

She was too close to the edge. She jumped away from the gap where the roofing had been, barely 
avoiding setting her weight down on the rotted wood. The man below was crawling away on a broken 
leg as the larger kidnapper glared daggers at her. “M- Monster!”

Blood trickled down her skin under her blouse as the pain became real for the first time. She scoffed, 
an empty anger burning in her chest. “That's right, I'm a monster,” she advanced on him and he backed 
up against the wall. “I'm a monster! I'm the one who was going to give someone to the maw of a 
dragon.” That last part came out much sharper than she expected. “I'm the one who had a choice in 
what kind of energy I could channel.”

The man cradled his mangled hand as Sarah grabbed a paper cartridge from her pocket, ripped it open 
with her teeth and opened the pan on her pistol, pouring a bit of powder in and re-closing it. As she 
poured the ball and powder down the barrel, she went on. “Do you have a family?”

“I- I-”

“Sarah. . .” Tessarie said in a meek whisper as she approached, looking equal parts terrified and eager 



to move. “W- We need--”

“Do you have a family?” Sarah's voice went cold as she tamped the ball down with her ram rod. When 
it was securely in, she slid the rod back into the underside of the pistol and put her thumb on the 
cocking lever. “I won't ask again.”

“Sarah?!”

“I-- a little girl!”

“What's her name?”

“Imeli. . .” his wary brown eyes focused on her. He swallowed.

Sarah eyed him for a long moment and turned away. Monster. Her internal voice whispered. She 
clenched her teeth, grabbing a coin from her pocket. She tossed it back his way as she started for the 
second floor of the temple. “Find a healer and go home. Tell Imeli you love her. . . Don't ever forget 
that you do.”

Tessarie was beside her in a second. “S- Sarah?”

“I've a friend to rescue.” Sarah chewed on her lip, trying to figure out how she was going to go on. “I'm
not keeping you here, Tessarie,” she cocked the lever on her pistol back when they got closer to the 
window.  She peeked around the corner. The guards had come and gone it seemed.

“Sarah.” A slim hand touched her shoulder. When she looked up, Tessarie was smiling weakly but there
was still that certain fear in her eyes.

“I can't help it,” she whispered.

The young elf's smile faded a little. “It is all right.”

They climbed into the room as carefully as they could manage and Sarah grabbed her shoes, making it 
a point to ignore the corpses of the two men she had slept with the night before. It wasn't like she could 
help them, anyway. The two elf-blooded women checked the other rooms only to find them empty and 
the first floor landing littered with personal effects from temple visitors.

Sarah lay flat on her stomach and peeked through the space between the rungs of the banister. Down on
the ground level, guards were scuffling with the remnants of the congregation who'd banded together in
the altar room. There had to have been dozens of them.

Tessarie touched her shoulder again and pointed down at the entrance to the room before she mimed 
someone sleeping with a questioning look. Sarah considered it for a second, shook her head and backed
away, motioning the girl to follow. When they were out of ear shot, Sarah lead her into the nearest 
bedroom. “Strip the sheets.”

“B- But, this is hardly the time--”

“Focus, dear. I've an idea.”



“But. . . Sarah. They smell like--” a furious blush swept her olive skinned face. She leaned forward and 
whispered as if someone might overhear them. “They smell like 'musk'!” complete with air quotes.

It would have been kind of cute if they weren't pressed for time. She urged the elf on as she turned to 
the modest closet and rifled through it for anything useful-- she came away with a small drawer from 
the built in dresser and a pair of shoes. “Come on.”

By the time they had stripped the other two beds and gathered up everything, they had enough bedding 
to make two moderate length 'ropes', two drawers and a wooden bar the thickness of her arm along with
several sets of shoes. Sarah looked at the supplies. She caught Tessarie looking at her questioningly and
smiled.

There was shouting from below as the guards and worshipers started to get into a tangle. Sarah glanced 
back. “All right, this is what's going to happen. Get started with those sheets. Roll them quickly and tie 
them together like this,” she grabbed two different sheets and quickly rolled them up into a facsimile of
rope after which she tied the ends into a weaver's hitch knot. “Got it?”

“Y- Yes.” The girl furrowed her brow in concentration. Sarah waited for her to start tying, correcting 
her a couple times with all the patience she could manage. When she finally got it right, Sarah nodded.

“Be sure they're tight,” she set about knotting up the strings she'd found with similar knots. The 
throbbing in her shoulder was little more than a dull ache as she worked furiously over the plan 
forming in her mind. She snagged one of the sheets and threw it over her shoulder before Tessarie 
could get to it. The girl shot her a look which she ignored on her way to the closet to retrieve the small 
dresser.

Her shoulder throbbed and ached as she maneuvered the dresser onto the second floor landing and 
grabbed the wooden bar. The voices were becoming much louder now. Women and men alike were 
screaming in defense of 'the high priest' while men were shouting about monsters and keeping the city 
safe. They had to have been talking about Keiter.

Sarah put the thought out of her mind. Her focus was wavering as she stood atop the dresser and 
shoved the bar against the wood crown molding opposite her position and then jammed it up into the 
wall nearest her. She waited for the voices to rise downstairs before she shoved up on it and crammed it
into place. When she had it shoved up where she wanted it, she gave it a tug.

It held.

It even held when she settled some of her weight on it. A sign that things might finally be going right.

Seconds later, someone downstairs screamed. Metal clattered against metal. Sarah jumped down and 
grabbed the sheet-rope out of Tessarie's hand. This was only going to end in tears. She knew it was. 
You didn't fight guards and you sure as hell didn't fight Knights unless you were insane. Someone-- the 
young man from the night before, the paladin-- was shouting an objection, shouting at the guards or 
something.

Their time was just about out as Sarah tied the sheet-rope around the dresser and looped it over the bar, 
under the railing and back over the bar. She motioned for Tessarie to grab the rope and went foraging 



for nails. A few seconds in, she found a mirror which she broke under a pillow with the heel of a shoe. 
Back in the hallway, she pinned up half the sheet with shards of glass. “Listen to me carefully,” she 
whispered to Tessarie. “We do this, we go around to the spot where the tiles fell off. We'll have to break
the roof, so we'll need to be quick. We might need your magic, too, all right? Can you do that for me?”

She nodded meekly. “I can try.”

Sarah didn't even hesitate as she lied, smiling. “I've faith in you, sweetheart.” The girl livened a little. 
“We're going to pull this up and knob it here, all right?” Without waiting for a reply, she stood on top of
the dresser and tied a slip knot with her string, punching her fingers through the moldy plaster ceiling 
and lacing the string over the joist. She tied one end there and slipped the slip knot over the corner of 
the dresser where the drawer had been. “Right. Let's do this. . .” 

Together they pulled the sheets back, using the pulley action of the bar and railing to leverage the 
heavy dresser into position. When they had it in place, Sarah wrapped the length of the sheet-rope 
around the banister. A few seconds later, Sarah had the small elf standing on her back to attach the 
drooping sheet to the wall with shards of mirror in order to cover the dresser that was now suspended 
from the ceiling and aimed directly at the stairwell.

“Good, good.”

“Is-- is this safe?”

Sarah smirked. “Yes, dear.” With that said, she slunk down the steps with the loose end of the slip knot,
weaving it between two rails and tying it to a shoe, placing it so it looked randomly strewn. No one was
going to be paying attention, but it didn't hurt to make the attempt.

By the time she had made final adjustments, she had the string taught with shoe it was attached to 
wedged tightly in a gap between the steps. All it would take was someone jostling string to set things in
motion. When someone stepped on the string, the knot would slip on the dresser and let it go. All they 
needed to do was tie their sheet to the bar and they could be off.

When she got up the steps, Tessarie was looking dubiously at the contraption. “S-”

“Shh.” Sarah climbed up and tied the sheet in a knot to the bar, slipping the extra length up under the 
concealing sheet. More shouts from below turned into loud shouts-- another scream. They were out of 
time. She shoved Tessarie forward towards the window and ushered her out. “I'll be there in a minute.”

A voice from down below shouted. “He's a monster! Now get out of the way or we will strike you 
down!”

Show time. Sarah sucked air through her teeth. “Hey! Put the gun down!”

There was a pause. 

Sarah took out her pistol and fired into the wood work. “Guards! Help! More kobolds!” This was 
dangerous. This was stupid. The expected tromping of guards came seconds later and Sarah retreated 
into the room, crashing the dresser drawers together to make more noise before she dived out the 
window.



Tessarie was waiting for her when she heard the thunderous crash, screams and surprised curses. A 
louder secondary and third crash. The bar didn't hold, Sarah guessed. She hunched down by the moldy 
wood and laid her hands on it, forcefully channeling energy through her hands into the wood. It started 
rotting away almost instantly like ice near a forge.

Keiter was looking up at her with yellow reptilian eyes. He was holding a dead man in his scaly arms, 
soaked in the blood of his followers who were laid around him; the remains of a last ditch effort to 
protect him. Several more people stood between the two armored knights and the kobold, arms 
interlocked. Some part of Sarah wanted to smile but she was too busy focusing on their next move as 
she threw the sheet-rope down.

“We don't have time for this-- stand aside or--” 

“Do what you have to,” one of the women raised her voice. “But this is a house of peace. You are not 
welcome!”

“Put the armored men to sleep.” Sarah murmured to Tessarie as she dangled the rope in front of Keiter. 
“You can't help them. We can grieve later.”

The kobold stared at her. “But--”

She gritted her teeth, biting back on her anger. “I came back for you. Don't let it be for nothing-- 
please.”

He blinked. Twice. Looked at his followers.

The sharp, crisp tingle of Tessarie's magic prickled Sarah's senses and the knights along with half the 
would-be protectors dropped into a heap. Sarah poked her head into the room, looking at it upside 
down. “Those of you who're awake, I suggest leaving! Right now! Services are concluded-- Keiter, let's
go.”

“But, but. . . She trusts--”

“You to do what's right for Her followers? Yes, I know, dear. You are. Those you can help have been 
helped, those who can't are with Her.” She lied. “Come, we have much to do! You want to be a hero in 
Her eyes, don't you?”

“W--”

“Grab the rope!” There was clattering in the other room as the soldiers tried to get themselves together. 
More cursing followed and before she was ready, one of the soldiers barged in. “Bollocks. Grab the 
rope! I'm not leaving you here--” they locked gazes. A familiar ache passed between them. “You die, I 
die Remember?”

Reluctantly the kobold reached up, gently laid the dead man's head against the remains of his goddess's 
altar and grabbed the sheet-rope. Sarah didn't give him time to think better of it. She yanked him up and
scooped him up into her arms like a babe. “We'll grieve later. I promise.”



“Sarah!” Tessarie pointed behind them. 

Two guards were poking their heads out of the window to her old room. One had a hand crossbow with
him. The half-elf dived forward, tossed Keiter over the gap and spun with her pistol raised. “Not the 
time, gentlemen! I've bigger problems to deal--” The guard's bolt went just slightly wide and panged 
off the tile. Sarah jumped. “That's not very nice!”

With her bluff called, Sarah had no choice; she tucked her pistol into her belt line, hopped the gap, and 
scooped up Keiter so he could crawl over her shoulders. She put the burning pain in her shoulder out of
her mind, motioning for Tessarie to cover them. One of the guards had disappeared back into the 
building, presumably to get re-enforcements on the ground.

“Sarah.” Keiter whispered, his little claws found the cut in her shoulder and she winced. “Ah! I'm sorry,
my friend!”

“I'll live.” She smashed one of the shoddier tiles and used the heel of her shoe to break a hole in the 
moldy wood so she could loop her sheet-rope around the gap and new hole. Meanwhile, Tessarie cast a 
spell towards the guard-- that same tingle of energy bristled the air but the guard showed no signs of 
getting tired. He raised his reloaded crossbow and fired at Sarah again. The kiss of sharp steel grazed 
her right thigh as she tried to juke out of the way. “Ay! Tessarie! Go!”

It wasn't bleeding bad. Not bad enough to worry about. She stepped in front of the small elf, fished a 
fresh cartridge out of her pocket and went about reloading her pistol while the girl climbed down. The 
guard fired again but nothing hit Sarah. She was down the rope before Tessarie had gotten all the way 
down.

The sheets or the knots gave a second later.

As they tumbled down towards the ground, Sarah cursed the most profane thing she could think of in 
Sphinx and the three of them landed in a tangled mess of limbs and foul language. Keiter was the first 
one to get to his feet. Tessarie was next and Sarah a distant third. Her back hurt. Her knees hurt and the 
pounding between her pointed ears had become a sharp blare of agony. Then there was the lever of her 
flintlock digging into her kidney.

“Tessarie. . .” Sarah groaned as she rolled over. “Never wake me up again. Ever.”

“What?” She knelt to help Sarah up. “Why?”

“Somehow this was all your fault. I'm not sure how, but I know you had something to do with it.” At 
the girl's deep set frown, Sarah flashed a reassuring smile. “Come on, I need to stop by my house and 
pick up a few things--”

A man's shadow darkened the alley behind them. “Not so fast.” It was the young paladin that had come 
to the temple earlier.

“Come now, really?” Sarah wheeled around to face him. He had his sword out and held at the low 
ready. They locked gazes and for just a moment, Sarah could swear he was shaking but his handsome, 
confident face betrayed nothing. She planned her moves even before she opened her mouth, “That's the
best you can come up with? Why not something catchy like 'stop, evil-doer! I deliver justice in the 



name of-- your god. Who's name I've forgotten.”

“His name is--”

“Not terribly important when I'm ruining my best leisure clothes with my own blood! Now, be a dear 
and give us a hand before I bleed out, would you?”

Keiter and Tessarie both glanced at her.

To his credit, the young paladin approached cautiously, keeping a good distance with those who still 
posed a threat. He was young but he wasn't stupid. Sarah immediately liked him. “Lay down your 
weapons, you're going to be arrested and--”

“Dear boy. You don't seem to understand the gravity of the situation in which you find yourself. You 
want to change the world and--”

“There!” A guard called from her right. They alley that lead to the main street was clogged with them 
an instant later-- six, at least. Sarah pushed off forward, preparing to shove the paladin out of the way. 
Instead he grabbed her by her gun arm and swung her around, using her momentum to get her into a 
lock with his blade against her chest.

“Ngh! Now, now, let's not be hasty--”

“Let her go!” Tessarie jumped into action and beat on the kid's arm.

Sarah pushed back against him. Her headache chose that moment to flair up like a hammer pounding 
her skull. She went to grab her temples and the man's arm clamped down on her firmly. As amusing as 
the idea of being allergic to paladins seemed on the surface, at that moment it was an obnoxious 
position to be in. Sarah dug her heels in, muttering. The kid was just doing what he thought was right, 
she couldn't fault him for that. 

Two men strolled into the alley from the opposite side of the guards and a third from the alley in front 
of Sarah. It was scarface.

Sarah glanced at Tessarie. “Never. Wake me up. Again.”
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Sarah tried to wrench herself free from the tall paladin's iron grip while the scar faced man strolled 
towards her with a confident smile. His lips parted in a smug smile that revealed his crooked yellowing 
teeth. She shoved back against her captor all the harder while Keiter took a position to protect them 
with his little body and Tessarie pounded on the paladin's arm with all her feeble strength.

The guards and Scarface's friends effectively ensured that the only possible way out was through the 
alley behind them, but the longer Sarah stood locked in the young man's grip, the more her rational 
mind started to fail her and give in to panic. She wasn't ready to die. Not like this. She had been wrong,
she wasn't prepared. Only death awaited her now.

“Relax.” The paladin said softly. His voice was as strong as his grip, making Sarah all the more 
frightened. He honestly believed these people were part of the guard.

But if that was the case. . .

Sarah stopped resisting.

“That's it. I'm sure whatever you've done can be--”

The scar faced man cut him off. “Good catch, now just give 'er over and--”

Sarah slipped her off hand over the paladin's sword arm, raised her voice clear and loud, “Worry not, 
my love, we shall face them together!”

Everyone, even Keiter looked at them. Sarah arched her back in a false swoon. “Be strong, my prince, 
forsooth not even the sharp blades of their swords shall rend our love-- we will face the future, the 
consequences, together!”

The young man shifted. “W- What? Now hold on--”

“Yes, hold on! Hold on to sanctity, for as long as we do, they cannot possibly tear us asunder!”

Scarface stopped a few feet away, glanced at the guards with an arched brow. “Thought he was one'f 
yours.”

“Thought he was one of yours--”

The young man started to object, “No, you see, I'm a--”

“Tremendous lover!” Sarah tilted her head up to look up at him and smiled a well rehearsed 
affectionate grin. “That you tried to help me escape is sweet, but dear! I cannot let you face these 
ruffians alone! Fear not, I shall protect you!” For emphasis, she threw her hand up around his neck. His
hand trembled against her gun hand but he held firm. “I don't care what the guards say about your 
duplicitous activity, I know none of it's true. . . Not you, my dove. You would never do anything to 



warrant arrest.” 

There was a tiny flicker of something in his eyes, for a split second Sarah dared hope that this kid-- this
paladin-- could understand subtlety. Even if he couldn't, though, she wasn't going to give up the 
initiative now. She stroked his arm longingly and, even as he started to blush, she turned her gaze to the
guards. “Do what you will, but know this! Our love is eternal-- unquestionable! I will protect him to the
last breath!”

Scarface's gaze fell to the paladin. “Look, jus' hand 'er over and you can go--”

“He will do no such thing! Forsooth, what star-crossed lovers we may be that fates conspire to rip us 
apart shall be denied again and--”

“Fine by me.” Scarface started, “Kill the rest, take her.” He pointed to Sarah. The guards rounded the 
corner and Keiter jumped to face the new threat.

“But I'm not with her!” the kid blurted, utterly confused as to what was going on. He shot a glare at 
Sarah. “Tell them!”

“Tell them what, my dearest cavalier? That you will die to protect me as I will for you?! I think they 
know that already!” When he stared at her, she rocked back against him. The guards were only a pike's 
reach away now. She whispered. “You wanted to fight a dragon, now's your chance. These people work
for him.”

He blinked.

In that same low tone, she said, “The sand is ever slipping through the hourglass, dear.” Sarah slid her 
hand down his body, tracing a line on his chest to his stomach and then down to his groin. She prepared
to grab him. “Which one of us is dying today?”

“You're certain. . .?”

“City guards kill on sight these days?” she shot back.

“Good point.” His grip loosened slightly. “You're not leaving my sight, though. Not until this is cleared 
up.”

“Were I to tear myself from those beautiful eyes of yours for even a moment, I would surely be poorer 
for it.” When one of the guards got too close, Keiter and Tessarie both loosed spells aimed at the group 
of them. One froze in place as a tight coil of energy bloomed into existence around him. A small group 
of them fell against one another, deep in slumber.

The paladin startled. “Hey!”

“Time to go!” Sarah fought to free her gun arm and slide out of her captor's grip, stepping to the side. 
The young paladin didn't let her go entirely, though, holding on to her shoulder with a firm grip. 
“Relax, their spells aren't permanent!” 

“You stay by my side, and I'm taking this.” He grabbed her pistol and tweaked it out of her hand. Even 



then, Sarah could feel the tension in his body relax now that he felt he had control of the situation.

Let him think it, she decided. She grabbed Keiter's arm and turning to run. “Come on!”

The four of them had to have looked guilty as sin as they bowled out of the alley at a full sprint with 
the city guard hot on their heels, but what choice did they have? It wasn't like common law mattered in 
instances like this anyway.

Sarah lead them through the alleys she had chosen for her escape plan, counting on the semi-random 
pattern that would take them through the upscale Old Quarter to confuse their true destination-- and 
keep the guards from cutting them off. Sweat was beading up between her shoulders and her breath was
coming in ragged sips as she pumped her arms faster and harder. Keiter was panting too but the other 
two seemed to have no problems keeping up.

Gods, she was too old for this. Fortunately, the heavily armored guards were just that much slower. 
Scarface had disappeared long ago. That was probably a bad sign. 

They rounded the corner of an alley into a main thoroughfare. Once they got deep into the quarter, 
Sarah knew just how they could disappear, all they had to do was get there. The guards were only a few
hundred feet behind, their pounding feet slamming into the cobbles second after second. But how much
longer could they possibly go on?

Sarah was exhausted, too old, and much too out of shape to do this nonsense.

“Come on,” The paladin offered his shoulder. Sarah looked at him like he was stupid-- as if she'd trust 
someone like that to keep her safe. Was he completely insane? “Where are we going?”

Fresh blood slid down Sarah's chest from the hole in her shoulder, reminding her that she needed to get 
her wound taken care of, even as she pumped her arms to get more speed. “Like I'd tell you!”

“Sarah!” Keiter's high pitched voice cut through the haze of adrenaline like a knife. “Trust!”

“Shut up, you!”

She lead them around the twisting corners of the old quarter until they got to the crest of a hill that 
poured down towards the main gates. At the bottom of the hill were several merchants carts being 
inspected by bored looking guards and inspectors who's bright filigree laced suits almost seemed to 
glitter in the early evening light.

There was something wrong, though. The guards were armored. Prepared for something. One of them 
looked up, spotted her and pointed. The entire lot of them turned up towards Sarah's group. This wasn't 
going nearly as she had planned. “Bollocks--”

The paladin and Tessarie were both panting now, they looked back. “Uh--”

Sarah grabbed the kid's arm and started off towards the alley lining Marshal street, wondering just how 
much time they had to get to her house, and even more than that, wondering if Scarface's men had 
figured out where she lived.



She knew the alleys better than most street urchins-- she had made a point to do so when she came to 
any new city. One never knew how useful that information would be when things went to pot. That also
included knowing when certain deliveries were made. Near this hour, for example, the baker's shop on 
the lower end would be getting its flour delivery for early morning baking.

The Dysin family would be accepting their delivery with their father getting the store prepared while 
the millers loaded the flour into the back of the shop, leaving their cart empty--

Sarah glanced back. They had gained some distance on the guards.

Decision made, she pushed herself harder than before. “Tessarie, try putting them to sleep!”

“It only works once in a day, Sarah!”

“Keiter?” She huffed.

The little kobold's claws clicked rapidly across the cobbles as he tried to keep up with them. “I can't! I 
can't harm them!”

That got the paladin's briefest glance, Sarah muttered profanity as she pumped her arms all the harder. 
Blood was flowing freely down her chest by now but she couldn't stop, she couldn't give up. Not now. 
In the tight confines of the alley their boots clattered together in a cacophony of sound, deafening in its 
hard edged clips and clops.

This was a bunch of bullshit, Sarah decided. Assassins she had expected, but the city guard? That was 
just uncouth. Her body ached, she was tired and hung over. This was not the time to be running-- it was
time to take a rest. They weren't going to be able to stay ahead of these men for much longer anyway.

But what about Keiter and Tessarie? Hell, even the paladin. None of them knew what was going on, nor
what they'd die for. Hardly her problem. Was it? “Nngghh,” she growled through clenched teeth. Fine. 
It was time for a new plan.

She knew just where to go.
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In the 5 minutes between giving the guards the slip by ducking into the burned out remains of a pub 
and collapsing on the floor from blood loss, Sarah had managed to come up with a plan the likes of 
which would have pleased the Inventor Himself.

It was masterful, devious by design and layered with complex simplicity the likes of which was 
normally reserved for the most well trained spymaster. But laying there on the floor, staring up at the 
ceiling through half lidded eyes as Keiter mumbled a healing chant in that strange draconic hiss of his, 
she had forgotten it.

All of it.

Karma, she decided, was an absolute bitch.

She had her wits about her enough to know that she had forgotten what the details were, but she 
remembered that it involved her house and stealing a cart. Getting her papers sneaking out of the city 
under cover of night-- because, after all, that's when all great escapes were made. At the fringes of her 
consciousness she tried to articulate this to the rest of the group but all that came out was a slur of 
empty syllables.

“What the hell do rolling papers have to do with anything?” A young man was saying. Some higher 
pitched woman-- probably an elf, the pointy eared kind-- answered him. “Oh. Her papers? What, is she 
some kind of a city official?” He barked a soft, disbelieving laugh and stepped into the edge of Sarah's 
vision.

She was tired. Too tired to really respond, but she made her best attempt at a lewd gesture.

“Feisty, too.” He knelt down beside her with a surreptitious glance towards the kobold. His brow 
perked ever so slightly, as though he wasn't quite sure whether or not to trust Keiter. Not unusual, 
considering his racial type, really. In fact it was probably a miracle the stupid paladin hadn't smited him
already.

Sarah braced her hand against the ashen floorboards and tried to push up, fell back with a thud and tried
again. She needed to protect him. She needed to get out of here--

She needed to lay the hell down and relax.

“Easy, easy,” the young man touched her shoulder. “They won't find us down here.” He glanced over 
his shoulder. “Would you keep an eye on the door, miss? She's in no shape to travel.”

Keiter inhaled deeply, sliding back on the balls of his feet until his blood stained robe was outlining his 
small frame, a sign Sarah had come to know meant he was having a hard time standing. “She'll be 
fine,” he barely choked out before he slumped down to sit cross legged.

“And what's your story?” The young man-- the paladin-- delicately reached over to touch Sarah's 



wounded shoulder. He peeled back the blood sticky blouse from her shoulder and, seemingly content 
that the magic had done the job closing the wound, slid it back into position.

Keiter braced his little claws on Sarah's shoulder in a comforting gesture. She tried to smile, to thank 
him, but it just wouldn't come. She was too tired to do much of anything but lay there like a lump. The 
magic would take time to work, and in the meantime that meant everyone was at the mercy of the damn
paladin and the inevitably stupid questions he was going to ask. Sarah gritted her teeth, trying to brace 
her hand again.

“Hey, relax. . . We're fine for now.” The paladin muttered. “So tell me, what's going on?”

Keiter opened his muzzle a little and Sarah grabbed his hand. They made eye contact and she shook her
head. “It's fine, my friend.” He whispered. “Forgive her, she has a distrust for men with weapons bigger
than her own.” He tried for a smile but without the facial features to really pull it off, it looked more 
like he was about to eat something.

The paladin looked down at Sarah for a moment and then back up at her healer. “I'm sure. . . So what's 
really going on here?”

“I was wondering the same thing. They came into our temple and--”

“You're a Kobold, what do you expect?”

“I am a priest!” He snapped with righteous anger. “A temple is the sacred place of the gods, not a-- a 
battlefield!” The short creature was on his feet in the blink of an eye, half leaning over Sarah 
protectively and half in anger. A deep rumbling bass reverberated in his throat even as the paladin got 
to his own feet. He had his sword out and pointing at Keiter so fast Sarah could barely register the 
movement. Instead of backing down, though, Keiter looked the idiot in the eyes with the tip of the 
blade touching his muzzle.

Neither of them gave an inch.

“Child--” Sarah groaned as she reached for the blade. “--ren. Not over the wounded. . .”

“Sarah, no!” The elf started to object until Sarah waved her off.

She laid there as the center of attention for several beats before she managed to rally her voice. The 
soothing waves of curative magic were finally beginning to take effect and her faculties were slowly 
returning, enough that she could force herself to half sit up. “If you're going to fight, take it outside. . . 
I, for one, am in no mood to listen to it.” She slumped back. “You, paladin, sit down over there.”

He looked about to complain but when she wrapped her hand around the blade he clenched his teeth. 
Spilling blood of the innocent, even on accident, wasn't going to be a charge he'd want to answer for. 
After a second of considering his position he withdrew and took a spot on the burnt out step leading to 
the bar area.

For all his strength and his sword-- which was quite well made from what Sarah could tell-- he was still
a kid and, more than that, he knew his place when adults were talking. It served him right. Ruining her 
blouse with soot and taking her pistol? Humility was the least he deserved. Sarah took her satisfaction 



from that even as she rolled over and tried to get her bearings. 

“The situation,” Sarah managed as she sat up on her knees. “is that those men work for a dragon. . .”

“So you say--”

“It's frightfully rude to interrupt.” She turned to him. “This dragon has a desire to kill me, and I'm not 
prepared to die.” They locked gazes. “This is Keiter, that's Tessarie. . . Friends.” She emphasized the 
word as though she were talking to a toddler. She may as well have been-- he was a paladin after all. 
“Now, those men work for him-- or were hired by him. I don't know which. The guard? No idea, but I 
suspect it was something orchestrated by the man with the scars.”

“Vestrin,” the young man supplied.

“Vestrin?”

He nodded. For a moment he didn't look about ready to expound on that until Sarah motioned for him 
to go on. “I heard one of the knights refer to him as Vestrin. There was some kind of bad blood but the 
knights weren't going to bring him in 'this time'. They had bigger problems, apparently.”

Sarah digested that for a moment, frowning. “Like me? I should feel honored to have gained such favor
with the upper class.” She braced her hands on her thighs to compose herself. The paladin glanced at 
them just briefly and turned away. She had to smile. Ah, kids. Paragon of virtue indeed. “Now then, it 
would seem we've a choice to make dear boy.”

“I don't--”

Sarah cut him off. “Remember what I said about interrupting? Now, the choice is simple-- and all of 
you have to make it for yourselves. You can come with me, or we can part ways. . .” When no one 
made a move to answer her, she pushed up and tried to stand, wobbling slightly. “I'll help you get out of
the city, but from there, you're on your own.”

“Just like that?” Tessarie looked at her with a frown.

“Dear, I'm much too tired and too old for platitudes. You're not likely to have been implicated in 
anything, your freedom is assured.” She wandered over to the bar, looking around the room for 
anything useful. 

McDowel's had been burned down weeks ago by some anti-orc blood group hat set fire to his business 
and killed him before they took turns humiliating his human wife before hoisting her up next to his 
corpse. Of course, some of the demi-human groups raised a brow, but none of them seemed willing to 
endanger whatever quiet piece of the city they'd carved out for themselves. Now all that remained was 
a burned out husk of what used to be her favorite bar.

The fact that his wife was was gorgeous didn't hurt, either. It figured, the one refuge she had from the 
city she loathed would serve as a hide out on the night she was going to leave. Sarah traced a finger on 
the bar for a moment. No one had spoken up, so she looked to them. “This is what we're going to do, 
then.”



The room was so quiet she could hear the creaking of the support trusses straining to hold up the 
second floor. “We're going to get to my home, it's not far, perhaps a couple of hundred feet down the 
road, and we'll get my equipment. Then we're going to s--” she eyed the young man who was looking at
her dubiously. “Procure transportation. The good paladin is going to act as my bodyguard and carriage 
driver-- think you can manage that?”

“You're making a lot of assumptions, here. You've yet to convince me that they aren't after you for 
legitimate reasons. . .” As an afterthought, he added. “And your, ah, 'grinding' against me in the alley? 
What was that about?”

“I don't seem to remember you being too quick to pull away-- in fact, I seem to remember a certain 
lump pressing against my back.” When he blushed and looked away she smirked. “I'm not here to 
convince you of anything, dear boy. The evidence speaks for itself-- I've done nothing warranting 
arrest, nor will I let my friends be killed so they can take what they want. Now, are you going to join us
or not?”

He stared at her. That long, hard stare of someone weighing out every possible variable, not knowing 
which he should give preference to. She sauntered over to him, pushing him down when he tried to 
rise. With his face right at her waist level, she ran her hand through his hair and planted a booted foot 
beside him.

“I'm willing to take no for an answer.”

“You're manipulative.” He said softly.

“You're delusional.” She smiled lightly. “I can be many things. . .”

He looked up at her, trying to stem the blush growing across his cheeks. It was cute in a way. To see 
that young, strong face lit by the fires of a passion he knew he couldn't indulge? Oh yes, paladins were 
so easy to manipulate. “Can you be honest?”

Sarah leaned in to whisper in his ear. He shuddered softly. As her hand came up to cup his neck, she 
could feel him tense-- this was new territory to him. Good. “Let me tell you something, young man. 
Unless you're going to call me a liar to my face,” she blew the words across his earlobe in a sultry purr. 
“I don't appreciate the implication.”

“S- Sorry.”

“Are you?”

“Yes.”

She held that pose for a moment longer. What did she really want to do with him? He was a paladin for
gods' sake. What could he possibly do that the three of them couldn't handle? Oh, but when he looked 
up at her, those bright eyes fixed her with a burning inner fire. That look of the young too ambitious to 
know that what they were agreeing to was probably suicide.

“Well, then. . .” She brushed his lips with her thumb and smiled slightly. “Apology accepted.”



“When do we leave?”

Maybe she was wrong about him. “Tonight. Let's get down into the cellar before a wandering patrol 
finds us.”



XI City of Flames – 5

It was in the ash crusted stone cellar, with air as dank and thick as a steam bath that Sarah really started 
to question what she was going to do. What did she owe to these people that she could somehow ignore
what kind of hell she would be leading them into? She'd get them out of the city and part ways. That 
was best; best for all them, really.

Tessarie was pacing a circle at the far north corner of the room, hands balling up several inches of her 
too big-to-fit dress. She was careful to avoid the cobwebs and ligaments of cloth dangling from the low
ceiling but every time she passed by the support beam Sarah was sure her ear would touch it. Her 
routine hadn't changed in several hours except to glance at Sarah as though she had any answers.

She wasn't the only one, either.

Keiter was sitting cross legged on the side of a scorched barrel with his back against the stone wall and 
his eyes half closed. Kobolds couldn't cry, but everything in his slumped posture said the tears were 
leaking from his soul. It wasn't every day you got a visit from your goddess and then lost your entire 
flock. As far as dealing with pain went, he was handling it better than anyone could have expected.

Sarah closed her eyes with a long drawn sigh. She wasn't a leader. She didn't even particularly like 
dealing with people. But, she wasn't going to get out of this city without some help, either. At that 
thought she quietly approached Tessarie, slipping by the paladin who'd somehow managed to fall 
asleep sitting on the lip of the stairs. She laid her hand on the elf's shoulder when the girl didn't 
acknowledge her.

“Shh,” Sarah put a finger to her lips. “I have an idea.”

“I. . . need to get out of here.” Her upper lip twitched when she stole a glance around Sarah.

“I know, sweetheart.” She glanced back. Was it the kid who made her nervous or just the surroundings?
“We're going right now,” Sarah took her shoulders gently. “Look for anything you think we can use--”

“Sarah.”

“Hm?”

“When-- If we get out of here, would you tell me about my brother?”

Sarah composed her face into a mask, forced herself to smile and leaned in. She wrapped her arms 
around the small framed elf and pulled her close. “We'll have time for that when we're somewhere 
safe.”

“J- Just,” the young elf whispered into Sarah's shoulder as she stood limp in her arms. “He sent you, 
didn't he? Please, tell me?”

“He. . .” There was always that moment of hesitation with situations like this, not just because it would 



be hard to confirm any facts but because when she eventually did find out Sarah was lying, there was 
little chance she could smooth over any damage that was done. Sarah looked down at the girl's back. 
What did she owe this girl, though? She'd already given her her freedom.

“D- Didn't he?” The elf's voice cracked. “Y- You're an agent of the Vale, aren't you?” Suddenly she 
pulled back to look up at Sarah. There was only fear in those eyes. Tears brimmed in the corners, 
threatening to spill.

She knew better. She shouldn't. But her maternal instincts warred with her gut reaction. She could 
protect this child from experiencing pain in all its forms. She had to. . . “He. . .” She forced herself to 
smile. “I'm here to keep you safe, sweetheart. I need your help to do it, though. Can I count on you?”

“B- But did he send you?”

“Of course, dear.”

The girl slumped into her with a relieved sigh. In moments she had her slender arms wrapped around 
Sarah's lower back, sobbing into her shoulder. “I'm sorry I left. I was wrong, I should've let the Elders 
strip me of my powers-- I was wrong--”

“Shhh,” Sarah cupped the back of her head. “You weren't wrong. No, no, no.” She closed her eyes, 
already dreading the answer to the question on her lips. “Who gave you your pact?”

“P- Pact?”

“Yes, who did you pledge yourself to?”

“I--” She pulled back to meet Sarah's gaze. “I don't have a Pact. I was born with these. . . powers.”

Sarah furrowed her brow. “I see,” her hands slid lower to Tessarie's waist. She smiled the warmest grin 
she could muster. “Then you've done nothing wrong. For sooth, those who'd try to strip you of your 
powers are as myopic as you are beautiful-- and that says a great deal.”

“S- So I wasn't. . . I'm not a bad--” Sarah stopped her with a kiss. Her tension melted into Sarah's strong
grip and slowly, oh so slowly, she opened herself to the half-elf, gently inviting an advance that 
wouldn't come.

Sarah held her like that for several shared breaths until she was sure the girl was relaxed as could be. 
They needed focus and Sarah's mind was already several miles away-- they needed money, they needed
to get to her house so she could get her supplies, they needed a travel pass for the south gate, and they 
needed to get out of the city before dawn. She couldn't let those around her break down. 

In the back of her mind, she knew she should have stuck to her plans and left them to fend for 
themselves. Deep down, however, she knew they'd never make it without her. And, more importantly, 
she wouldn't make it far without at least two of them.

The elf's slender hands came up around Sarah's shoulders and a warm, soft tongue flicked her own. 
Tessarie pulled her close and sighed a sultry breath into Sarah's mouth silently promising that she could
be what Sarah needed if she was given a chance. All she wanted was that chance.



Sarah, unfortunately, knew better. She broke the kiss with a forced smile. When the girl looked about 
ready to pout, Sarah brushed her lips with her tongue. “We'll have time for this later.”

“O- Okay.”

“That's a good girl.”

Tessarie swallowed and blushed. “Like Felicia?”

“Mmm. . .” Sarah smiled a little, sliding her hands down to cup the elf's tight little butt. She kissed her 
forehead when the girl lowered her gaze. “Would you like to be like her?”

“N-- NobutIthinkyouwould?”

That caught her off guard. She actually considered it for a moment, “I just might. . .” She smiled 
warmly. It was genuine this time, “Perhaps we can speak of it when Keiter is more himself.”

“W- What about him?” She nodded towards the human.

“He's staying here.”

“Sarah?”

“Shh.” Sarah looped her arm around the girl's shoulders and guided her towards the middle of the 
room. “Find anything of use and let's get out of here. Be quiet and quick, hm?”

“O- Okay.”

As she approached Keiter, the kobold looked up at her with his bright yellow eyes. He preempted her 
when she tried to open her mouth. “He's not a bad man. He means well.”

“I don't care. He's a paladin.”

“And I was a monster--”

Sarah held up her hand. “Don't,” when he looked about ready to reply, she knelt down in front of him 
and touched his knee. “I saw something in you. I'd do it again a thousand times-- but Paladins don't 
change. They're mindless swords for their gods with no sense of reality.”

“And we're just mindless creatures of destruction.”

“You are irritatingly persistent, you know that? He's not coming.”

“Then neither am I.”

“W-” she blinked. Was he insane? “What?”

He looked down his muzzle at her, head cant just slightly to the side in an expression of confusion. 



“We'll need allies.” He said as though that answered everything.

“This-- We're--” Sarah clenched her jaw briefly. “You--”

“You know I'm right.” He whispered.

“This isn't like Silverdunth,” she shot back. “I can't hide you if we have a paladin with us. I can't 
protect you if we're playing by his rules.”

Keiter leaned forward and scooped up her hand in both of his. He clasped it as gently as one would a 
kitten, kissed the back of it and bared his teeth in a small, defeated smile. “You have seen much, my 
friend, but never forget that you can't run from all your problems. If I am to die, I--”

“Won't do it because some loudmouthed--”

“He has proven himself fair and just, even against the city guard and the Knights. He tried to stop 
them.”

Sarah stared at him.

He nodded solemnly to her silent question. “I trust him.”

“Nnngghhh. . .”

“We can do this, my friend. She would not have given us a task that couldn't be accomplished--”

“Don't--” Sarah pressed her finger to his lips. “Even the gods fear dragons, do you know why?”

His hands clenched around hers reassuringly. “We're in the company of one of the sharpest minds in the
world, we'll think of something.”

“B--”

“But first, we need to get out of here.”

“Y- You're just as crazy as he is--”

“I've never asked of you.” Keiter lowered his gaze. “I have no right to, but She asked me to. To keep 
you safe and find this monster and slay it.” His eyes flicked towards her briefly. “I love you, my friend, 
but She must come first. You know this.”

Sarah clenched her jaw tightly. Only then did she notice her hand was trembling. “A dragon, Keiter! I 
can hide us, I can--”

“No more running, Sarah.”

“Shhhhhiii--” She stood up, hands balling into fists as she surveyed the dingy cellar. “You--” she 
pointed at him. “You can't do this to me! I saved you!”



Keiter slid off the barrel and spread his hands in a show of resignation, “She--”

“No. No, no, no. You can't-- Have our years meant nothing to you?”

Tessarie looked up from her scavenging and though Sarah couldn't be sure, she thought she heard the 
paladin shift behind her. She didn't care by now, the rage was already boiling to the surface. Betrayal 
cut through her as she stabbed his little chest with her trembling finger. “You don't have the right to kill 
me! I don't want to die, I'm not ready.”

“She said we would be fine if we were--”

“She's divine! She has no concept of mortal f--”

“She wasn't always.” He said patiently. “Ease, my friend. Be at ease. This. . .” His gaze shifted towards 
the stairs behind Sarah. “We'll be fine.” He looked up at her and spread his hands once more. “I can't 
ask you to come, I can tell you its worth coming.”

“T- To do what, get eaten? If we're really lucky?”

“Sarah,” A strong masculine voice behind her set the hair on her neck on end. “If what you say is 
true--”

She spun on her heel. “Dear boy, when I want to hear your opinions, I will ask for them. In the 
meantime--”

“I--”

“Am interrupting an adult conversation the likes of which you are both ill-prepared and doubly 
ill-informed to enter!” She saw the flicker of anger spark in his eyes, but instead of getting defensive or
acting out, he simply shifted his weight back to the balls of his feet and crossed his arms. “That's 
more--”

“Then tell me what it is you're after.”

“A dragon.” Keiter supplied. He ignored Sarah's glare and stepped up beside her. “My goddess has 
asked that we slay a dragon.”

Tessarie piped up. “I thought we were trying to get out of the--”

At once all three of them were talking, or trying to, over one another. Sarah stepped out of the middle 
of it and grabbed the nearest thing she could find-- a jar of pickled sausages. She winged it at the far 
wall.

By the time it crashed against the stone, she was already in mid-breath. “This is what we're going to do,
I won't repeat myself, so listen closely; we recover as much of my money as possible and then we get to
my home, secure our documents and transportation and we leave. Once we're out of the city, we'll 
discuss our next move.” She didn't wait to see if anyone agreed. By the time she noticed they were 
following, she was half way into the alley with a jar of pickled sausages under her arm. Bollocks to it.



* * * *

Nightfall was always strange in the city. The crystal glow-lamps cast a pervasive sapphire hue over the 
rain-slicked cobbles, highlighting shadows that even Sarah's night vision couldn't quite discern. In one 
angle the shadows may have been a humanoid in black leathers and a mask, in another it was a roaring 
dragon waiting to press down and crush her.

In the hour since leaving the pub she and Keiter had recovered six of her caches without attracting so 
much as a raised eyebrow from the guard patrols that were making the rounds on the main streets. It 
was humiliating to be wrapped in stitched together burlap bags, but with a few carefully placed sticks 
and some straw, they had managed to make themselves look bulkier than they really were. Add in a 
little hobble and they easily passed for one of any number of scavengers that worked the night, trying 
to carve out a meal from the refuse of the day.

Two of her caches had been found but she had still managed to recover close to ten thousand coins. 
They clicked and clacked under her burlap as she hobbled over to the gnarled oak in the middle of 
Lexum park. Once there, she set about digging out a hollow in the dirt between the larger roots while 
Keiter kept an eye out.

“We'll get out of here and then we--” Keiter started.

“Save it.” She hauled a familiar linen wrapped box out of the mud and checked the wire trap wrapped 
around the lock. It hadn't been triggered. “We'll sort this out, just not--”

“My friend, run as you will but you'll never get far enough ahead of your problems.”

Sarah tucked the box under her arm and stood. “Since when did you become such a philosopher, 
anyway?” As they hobbled over into the shadow of a nearby alley she glanced back at him. “I'm not 
running.” She whispered. “Self preservation is not a uniquely human trait.”

“You're not uniquely human.”

“I'm beginning to regret having taught you the difference.”

“You talk like you were the only one to do so.” Keiter took the lead, following a prescribed path 
through the tight confines of the alley. When they got to the lip of it, they stopped only long enough to 
ensure they weren't followed before crossing into the opposite alley.

“Since when'd you get so cheeky?”

“I learned from the best.”

“Hmph,” Sarah let the silence between them linger while they made their way to the lower east side, 
circumventing the majority of the major streets and patrols. Yet, something. . . Every time they would 
turn a corner, that little prickle of warning would flair up in the back of her mind. She'd look and 
naturally, there'd be nothing there. But still--

Someone was following them.



“Stop,” she whispered.

“What? We're--”

“Shh. Silverdunth,” Sarah scanned the alley they had come through. The word was as much a warning 
as it was a curse that they both understood. He took up a position near the thicker shadows in order to 
get a good vantage of the street. For her part in it, Sarah knelt down beside him and tried to blend in 
amongst the shadows.

Nestled in the dark she felt sweat beading up between her shoulders. The gold was heavy, stifling and it
wasn't just the cool wind that made her shiver. They'd come too far to die like this. Not in an alley. Not 
unarmed.

“Nothing,” the kobold breathed the word.

Sarah eyed the roof line for a long moment, hoping to catch a glimpse of something. She was tired, 
bloodied and frightened, but she hadn't lost all her faculties, had she?

Nothing moved.

Maybe she had.

She frowned and picked herself up with a groan. “Come on.”

* * * *

It took them another 20 minutes of prowling alleys to make a wide enough circle around their 
destination before she felt confident they weren't being followed. By the time they were closing in on 
the two story wood and brick structure, she had stopped looking back every ten seconds.

No one was out to get them, they'd been careful enough not to draw attention and, more importantly 
still, they didn't look like anyone worth following. They hadn't since the pub.

They were fine, she promised herself.

Tessarie opened the frosted glass door when they were only five steps away, letting them slide past and 
giving a quick glance to make sure they weren't followed. 

It was surprising how little the place had changed. When she had first come to the city the entire place 
was a banker's home converted into multi-function commercial space. She had been answering an 
employment ad for a record keeper for a private detective, but upon meeting Thadeus and seeing the 
building itself, she'd fallen in love with its arched skylight and the wide spiral staircase that lead to an 
exposed second floor hosting the various offices. She had bought it while Thadeus was sick one 
summer and now owned it; another thing she would have to get rid of.

She had known this was too good to last. You didn't rip off a dragon and not expect some kind of long 
term problems. It wasn't until she got to her office that it really sunk in, though. She'd never be free of 
the cycle of starting over and having to move. She'd run out of money long before that happened.



The extra key was where she had expected it to be; right behind the finger width section of loose trim 
beside the door. The spring trap she'd installed on the lock was also in place. A good sign; There hadn't 
been any visitors.

Sarah clicked the lock back until she felt the trap give, eased the door inward and peeked. Thadeus's 
desk was pushed up against the wall and in through the slatted window streetlight feebly tried to 
illuminate the room. Crates of books and loose paper littered the floor, rotting together under a thick 
blanket of dust. A cot beside the largest window in the room had been folded up and bound with twine.

“Clear,” she whispered.

Barely ten seconds in the door and she upended a crate of books, spilled them across the floor and 
grabbed her burlap clothes. As the others took the time to poke their heads in and look around she 
dumped the bags of gold she'd pilfered from her caches into the crate. Each of them slammed down 
with a satisfying chunk.

She could do this.

She just needed to keep calm. “There are facilities here if you need to use the bathroom,” she said 
between dumping her clothes and popping over the edge of the desk to grab a flintlock from under the 
drawer. “Be forewarned, I've some bathing to do, so please be quick. . .”

Tessarie bit into her lower lip. “W- Which way?”

“Down the hall between the bookcases. First door on the left.”

“Thanks.”

Keiter offloaded his own gold into the crate as the human poked his head back out the door. Sarah was 
in survival mode, barely paying attention, but she did notice he had a shapely back. Strong shoulders 
and that kind of waist that accented his strengths. It was a crying shame he was what he was. . .

Not like it would matter, he was a follower of a different god away.

“Right,” Sarah set the box of coin down on the desk and stripped out of her rags. “Don't touch this,” 
she said to no one in particular, “I may have need of your fingers later.” With that she also set the jar of 
pickled sausages down and started counting through the coin.

By the time Tessarie and the paladin had gone to the bathroom Sarah had divided up the coin into three 
equal shares which she passed around to Tessarie and Keiter, keeping one for herself. The elf gave her a
strange look as she handed over the coin. “Sarah?” She leaned in. “What's that, erm, thing in your 
bathroom?”

“Hm? Oh,” she smiled. “I call that an indoor rainmaker. It's like bathing in a waterfall.” 

She blinked. “Really?”

“Mhmm. It's quicker, too. Speaking of which, I think I have some clothes that might fit you.”



“O- Oh?” She brightened.

“Come along,” She took the girl's hand and lead her to the closet in the rear of the office. Perhaps the 
only room in the entire building that hadn't been repurposed, the closet was spacious enough to hold the
sets of clothes she'd collected over her time in the city from both visitors and her own purchases. It also
held her favorite feature of the entire building.

“Wow, is--” Tessarie cleared her throat. “Um. . . that's. . . a shrine to Isira, isn't it?” The elf motioned to 
the marble carving built into the left alcove. And then, meekly, to the shelves that lined either side.

“That it is.”

“And those. . .” She looked between Sarah and the shrine. “Those. . .”

Sarah turned to the racks of clothes and started rummaging for something to wear. “Mmmhmm.”

“But, there are so many. . .”

“You make it sound like a bad thing. Better a lover that's willing to introduce the uninitiated in a gentle 
manner than one that doesn't know what they're doing themselves, don't you think?” Sarah picked out a
few blouses, some pants and her favorite set of boots from under the racks. She grabbed one of the 
better velvet dresses, too, just to be sure she had all angles covered. When Tessarie looked back at her, 
the girl's deep olive skin had paled several shades.

“Y-- You mean. . .”

“Each one was a virgin,” Sarah stuffed her clothes into a bag, tossed it by the door and started looking 
for another bag. “I have many hobbies.”

“S- Sarah?”

“Yes, dear?” It came out sharper than she intended. “Please, we really need to be getting ready to 
leave-- grab some clothes and--. . .” she trailed off when she saw a telltale bulge swelling between the 
small elf's legs. The hardening member poked the front of her dress forward even as she tried to shift it,
to hide her natural reaction. When Sarah went over to her, the girl turned away. “You know. . .”

“I-- I'm sorry, I didn't mean to.”

“Shh.” Sarah slipped her arms around the smaller woman and laid her chin on her shoulder. “Can I 
confess something to you?” She pressed her cheek to the full blood's ear, trailing her hands down 
around the girl's waist. When she tried to slip free Sarah held her firmly. “Let it happen,” she breathed 
into Tessarie's ear. “If nothing else is going right this evening, I should at least like to enjoy you as you 
are.”

Tessarie shuddered as she laid her small hand across Sarah's. “R-- Do you mean that?”

“Would I lie to you?”

The girl turned to look up at the half-blooded woman and her teeth sunk into her lower lip. Her voice 



wavered while her lips parted to speak but Sarah stopped her, sealed her objection with a kiss. To hell 
with it, she decided, they had enough time that they could enjoy a little comfort before parting ways.

Parting ways. Yes, it would happen sooner than she wanted.

Sarah closed her eyes, leaning into the girl's warmth and taking the frail elf into her embrace. She was 
warm, tender and soft, well hung and cute as a button. Even the pointed ears didn't distract from her 
beauty. So innocent and naïve, the kind of creature Sarah wanted to be once more.

But she couldn't, could she? There was no going back. She knew that and still she longed for it, longed 
for what could have been. But maybe things could be different with the elf. They were both technically 
immortal-- Tessarie because of her birth and Sarah because of her Pact-- maybe there could be 
something.

Maybe.

Tessarie wrapped her arms around her and sunk into the kiss, pulling Sarah close and pushing up on to 
her tiptoes, somehow managing to prod Sarah's nether lips with the tip of her still hardening cock. The 
girl let out a soft moan. Sarah slid her hand down and grabbed her butt, pushing her weight further into 
the fey-blooded woman, setting the tone. Sarah wouldn't be won so easily, no. She wasn't going to find 
what she needed with this girl, but that didn't mean they couldn't have a little fun.

It was always the same. No matter the species, they were just too simple for her. They didn't offer 
challenges, they didn't test her. They couldn't break her and put her back together again. Tessarie was 
no different.

And yet, she was comfortable to be with. Warm. Responsive. The girl's hands trailed down to Sarah's 
waist while a soft mewl reverberated in her throat. Maybe they could give it a try.

Sarah grabbed her ass harder and slipped her finger between the tight muscles of the elf's cheeks. Too 
practiced to be new to it, she found the girl's sphincter and pressed against it gently. That got a gasp 
from her and a wide eyed look. Fear swirled in her eyes as they looked at one another and for just a 
moment Sarah was sure the girl was going to pull away. “I- I-”

“Shh,” Sarah kissed her chin. “We've no time for that now, but know this--” she hefted the girl up off 
the ground with a bit of effort and pinned her against the nearest wall, meeting her eyes with a 
challenging smile. “I can be giving.” She kissed the trembling girl playfully. “Or I can take. . .”

Tessarie's eyes widened a little and she blushed with such furious heat that her cheeks almost matched 
Sarah's hair. The heat from her blush was  positively chilly compared to the thick heat that separated 
them, though. As if reading her thoughts, it twitched.

Sarah smiled. “I'll let you choose, but you should know, I have. . .”

“Expectations.” Tessarie leaned forward tentatively. She licked her lips, looked down and then met her 
gaze once more. Her cock throbbed against Sarah's stomach. That moment could have stretched on 
forever and the girl still wouldn't have had something to say. Sarah set her down carefully.

“You need to get dressed.”



“Ineedtobathe,” the elf blurted.

“That you do.” Sarah stood, combed her fingers through Tessarie's blond mane and smiled playfully. 
“You're cute when you blush, has anyone ever told you that?” When the young elf looked down Sarah 
sighed and turned back to the clothes rack. She hadn't had many elves in her time in the city, but she 
did have a few outfits, all of which looked as though they would have fit the young mage with a little 
modification.

Tessarie stepped up behind her. She felt the heat of the elf's hard cock a split second before she 
registered her presence. In another breath the elf had her hands on Sarah's waist. She was shaking like a
leaf in the wind as her hands slid down to cup Sarah's hips while she pushed her thick, hot meat against
Sarah's nether lips.

Even in her tired state, the warmth was a welcome sensation . The girl's small hands pressed into her 
meaty flanks and pulled back with as much strength as she could muster. Even with the trembling 
doubt, it was enough to show that she was trying. Sarah turned her head slightly, feigning disinterest 
while she continued to pick through the clothes.

The red heat of the girl's unnatural appendage didn't fade in the least as she leaned forward onto her 
tiptoes. She pushed her weight forward and pressed her thumbs into Sarah's lower back, murmuring in 
a husky, tense voice. “I want to please you.”

As far as demands went it wasn't terribly inspiring, but Sarah looked back with a smirk. “I think you 
just want a place to bury that hog leg.”

“W- What?”

“Human expression, dear.” Sarah stood and turned, thrusting the clothes she'd picked out at Tessarie. 
“Let's go get cleaned up, then let's see if  you can convince me of your sincerity.” Sarah grinned at the 
elf's confused, hesitant smile. She took the girl's hand and lead her out. In the hall, both Keiter and the 
human looked at them. Sarah held up her chosen outfit. “Keiter, see if you can find my coat, would you
dear?” She didn't wait for a reply before ducking into the bathroom.

The teak cubicle in the back of the room was ringed with a halo of copper pipes trimmed with gold 
accenting two large silver knobs and the pipe that fed the rain head inside the cubicle. It was fairly 
simple in design and allowed for heated water to be poured in. Sarah stepped around the side of the 
stall and slid a wood panel to the side so she could pump the lever a few times.

Tessarie watched as Sarah primed the shower with a faintly crooked little smile pulling at the corner of 
her mouth. It was cute in a way, Sarah could almost imagine what may have been going through the 
girl's mind. She certainly knew what was going on between the girl's legs.

“What's that grin for, dear?”

“O- Oh! Erm--” She blushed and looked away. “S- Sorry, I was. . . Sorry.” The young elf exhaled a sigh
into her long blonde bangs and ran a hand over her face. She held it over her eyes, “I find you very 
attract- attractive.” She spread her fingers to reveal an eye.



“Is that right miss Tessarie?” Sarah crossed her arms under her breasts, gaze lingering on the elf's hard 
on. Even through the dress, Sarah could see the girl's nipples were every bit as hard, and trying to poke 
through the material. “Well, then.” She sauntered over to the girl and pressed her weight against the 
smaller elf-blood. The whisper that left her mouth was meant only for them. “What is it you find 
attractive, dear?”

“I--” she fell silent when Sarah took her hand.

“Show me.”

Tessarie swallowed. “L- Like this?” she reached for Sarah's blouse tentatively. Her gaze kept flicking 
between the shirt and Sarah's eyes. The uncertainty mixed with excitement sparked deep in her warm 
gaze as she ran her tongue over her lips.

“Sweetheart.”

“H- huh?”

“Time is not on our side.”

The girl inhaled through her nose. “O- Okay,” carefully, as though she might break something, she slid 
her hands under Sarah's blouse and followed the ridges of the half-blood's body. Sarah smiled and 
raised her arms over her head while Tessarie continued to push up inch after inch. It wasn't until the girl
gasped that she realized the mistake she'd made. Her chest was still covered in blood from her wound 
which she'd not had a chance to clean.

“Ah, right. Shower first,”

Tess smiles weakly. “Sorry-- uh. . . So how does this work?”

“Oh, it's very technical. Involved and, I dare say, highly advanced!”

The girl frowned. “Oh?”

“Mhm. See this knob? You turn it and warm water comes from the head. Like so.”

“Ohhh--” Tessarie stuck her hand in the stall as Sarah disrobed. “Oh, wow! It's warm!”

“That it is. It uses black Mesin rock stored in the--”

“Erm, not to interrupt, but this looks really nice.”

“I've been replaced by my own invention! How uncouth.”

“N- No!” The girl held up her hands defensively while her sizable cock forced the dress to sway. Sarah 
found herself eying the thick member. She smirked.

“Get that dress off you silly git, come on.” Sarah took off her glasses, climbed into the rain stall and 
grabbed the oils off the cubby, slathering herself up as best she could before Tessarie climbed in. 



Self-conscious to a fault, perhaps, but there was nothing wrong with being clean. Nothing at all.

The moment Tessarie entered the stall her heat filled the room in a way the steam could only dream of; 
she was small, barely up to Sarah's chest and yet with her firm, lithe body and thick-- even by human 
standards-- cock, she was a true beauty in so many ways. Wrapped up in olive skin as flawless as the 
finest velvet and twice as soft, her body was an altar made to be worshiped. Her small, pert breasts 
heaved as Sarah stepped into the elf's space and took the girl's chin.

Between the warm water and the girl's heat, Sarah could feel her body relax-- for the moment, she 
could ignore the rest of the world and its problems. She could live in this moment and, if she was really
lucky, she could find solace in Tessarie's arms. Why not. . . She'd had enough running, it was time to 
relax. She kissed the woman, deeply. Passionately.

Tessarie returned the kiss, her cock throbbing against Sarah's stomach with the pulse of her heart. The 
girl leaned into her and wrapped her arms around the taller half-elf. She hugged her close, spreading 
her warmth over Sarah's body from her chest to her toes, she was a complete creature born to be 
passionate and live. To love. It terrified Sarah in its complexity and yet. . . She was so simple.

Sarah raked her fingers through the elf's blonde hair and Tessarie responded by pressing into her all the 
more so her cock was sandwiched between them. Sarah could feel the girl's pulse pounding with every 
breath. “S- Sarah,” the elf whispered.

“Mm?”

“My fav- favorite parts of you,” she swallowed. “Is you.” A soft smile warmed her sharp features 
before she stole a kiss.

“You're sweet, dear. Very sweet,” Sarah kissed her ear, sliding her hand down the girl's chest, trailing 
her fingertips between her breasts, down the fine ridges of her slender body. She leaned down and 
started planting kisses in the wake of her fingers. Halfway to her knees, however, Tessarie took her 
shoulders. Sarah looked up at her. “Hm?”

“Y-- You always do that for me, but. . . M- Maybe I should for you, instead?”

Sarah chuckled. “I don't mind. Not at all.”

“M- Maybe. . . We can do something else.”

“And what's pinging around between those beautiful pointed ears of yours, then, hm?”

The diminutive elf leaned in as she pushed up to meet Sarah's ear. “I'd like to be one with you. If only 
for a while. . .”

“I like the way you think.” Sarah grinned while the girl carefully touched her waist. “Lower, dear.”

“R- Right here?” She rested her hands on Sarah's curvy hips, kneading her palms into the flesh. “Oh, t- 
I like that. . .”

“Not half as much as I do. Now, let's see where this takes us, shall we?” If Tessarie's cock could have 



gotten any harder it could have been made of granite, yet the girl's body was jelly in Sarah's strong, 
confident hands. For just a moment the half-elf considered their sizes and leaned in, sighing across the 
girl's ear. “Time being what it is, let's get to things, hm?”

“I-- Okay.”

“Good girl.” She turned slowly without breaking the elf's grip. “Down with me,” Sarah leaned her head
back against Tess's. “Ready?”

“Y- Yes.”

They slunk down to their knees as one, Sarah leaned forward, her progress half halted by the tight 
confines of the cubicle. Tessarie's hot cock was pinned against her lips by the girl's position, so 
achingly hard that it actually parted her lips with its girth. The olive skinned beauty leaned over her 
pale lover and planted a kiss on her shoulder, shuddering even as she accidentally ground her cock 
against Sarah's lips.

“Mmm, my, my. . .” Sarah cooed, bracing her forearms against the wall of the cubicle. Her back 
instinctively arched to meet the elf's heat; lower and lower she arched until her ass was in full 
presentation. A shudder wracked Tessarie's body as she leaned over and brought her hands down on 
Sarah's shoulders. 

“L- Like this?”

Sarah rolled her hips into Tessarie's massive heat, angling her feet in to brace around the girl's ankles. 
“I will deny you nothing, beautiful. Take me as you wish--” Sarah rolled back against her.

“I. . .” 

“Shhh. Ease into it,” the half-blood's words came as a whispered purr. “Start by standing outside of my 
legs. There you go. . . Now. . .” Sarah pressed her knees together and arched her back that little bit 
more. In her full majesty, her thin waist and generous hips offered a near perfect heart shape that only 
accented her moisture laden pussy.

Tessarie's breath caught in a weak mewl as she knelt down behind her lover and pressed her lithe, firm 
thighs against Sarah's meatier ones, trying to stem the shaking in her body. She laid her trembling 
hands on Sarah's back and sighed deeply, leaning over her. “I-- Are you sure? C- Can I?”

Sarah smiled over her shoulder, face half hidden by her wet coppery locks. “I thought you'd never ask.”
She rolled her hips forward and crossed one knee over the other. “Slow and steady, beautiful. . . Don't 
stop until you're completely satisfied.”

“L-- Like Felicia?”

“Mmmm. . . The only difference.” She reached back and pulled a hand full of the girl's hair, dragging 
her into a deep kiss. Tessarie shifted her weight back and slid down, pressing the bulbous tip of her 
cock against Sarah's moistened lips. She was shaking even harder now. When Sarah broke the kiss the 
girl was blushing shades Sarah'd never seen before. “Is that you will never pull out. . . You will never 
have to hold back. . .”



“S- Sarah?” Her voice trembled. 

The half-blooded woman grinned her most salacious smile. “When you're ready, you will have 
everything you want from me. But you won't own me. . .” Sarah eased back slightly, inviting the elf 
into her folds.

“C- c- can I? Please, oh please, please. . .”

“On one condition.”

“H- Huh?” The elf choked out, eyes dreary with lust. She gave a tiny push with her cock, threatening to
open the pedals of Sarah's dripping sex.

“Put your hands where they belong. Anywhere you choose. . . But do it now.” Sarah closed her eyes 
half way and leaned against the thick cock. She needed it, by now there was no more questioning, 
Sarah needed this. The girl shared her need by placing her hands on Sarah's shoulders, hugging her as 
she trembled against the larger woman.

“I-”

“Shhh... ease into what you want. Show me just how much y--” Sarah's voice died in her throat as 
Tessarie pushed inward. The massive cock opened her up from the very instant it pushed in, a gentle 
but insistent swell that stretched a low carnal moan from deep within. Sarah arched her back lower, 
inviting the elf to explore her depths as she fought to take a breath. Her heavy, pendulous breasts 
heaved while the girl slid in deeper.

Deeper. Inch after inch pressed her open. The tight confines of her inner core tried to resist the 
penetration but Tessarie was too insistent. Too demanding. The girl's long blonde hair slid down to 
drape either side of Sarah's face as she moaned deeply into the woman's ear. “Sarrrahhhh.”

“That's it, beautiful, that's it. . .” Sarah's own heated moan echoed the elf's. The massive cock pressed 
deeper still. Plunging into Sarah, now instead of the slow push. Tessarie whined and mewled. She 
thrust in with a heady, lust filled groan of satisfaction. “Oh!” Sarah exhaled sharply as the cock 
slammed into her most sensitive spot and plowed right through her. “oh- yes. Yes, there you are.”

Tessarie grabbed her shoulder. “Sarah!” She tried to push the woman forward with her thrust and bared 
down on her with all her feeble strength. “Gods, you're. . .” She whimpered.

Sarah struggled to get her breath, rolling her hips back into Tessarie. “You deserve this. . .”

“Mmph!”

“Say it.” Sarah huffed. “Say it, beautiful.”

“Y- You deserve this.” Tessarie groaned in her ear.

“Not me-- you.”



The girl mewled, drew back half way. She slammed down into Sarah's wet velvet with all her weight 
and let out a carnal cry. “Ideservethis!”

“That's it. . . N- Now. Faster. Harder.”

Obligingly, the elf wrapped her arm around Sarah's torso and cried in her ear, drawing back and 
thrusting in. Slamming into her g-spot again and again, waves of pleasure rippled through Sarah's body 
while she fought to get her breath. Again and again, the young elf drilled into her mature lover, crying 
out with every thrust.

Sarah's breath came in short sips, caught between trying to breathe and moaning out the deep groan that
was building up in her throat. With every thrust new waves of pleasure ripped through her body. Her 
meaty flanks rolled in time to the pat, pat, pat of Tessarie's thrusts, echoing loudly in the tight shower.

It was carnal and beautiful. Thick and warm. . . Pure. Tessarie mewled in her ear again, driving her 
cock deeper into Sarah's core. She pushed harder, massaging Sarah's g-spot again and again, all the 
while moaning into her ear words in elven that had long ago lost meaning to Sarah.

The young elf paused after a particularly deep thrust that made Sarah cry out. Her massive cock 
swelled and throbbed inside the tight woman. She was close. They both were. But Sarah knew she was 
looking for permission--

She reached up and grabbed Tessarie's hand. “Say it.”

“Nnngghh. . .” The elf thrust in once. She slammed into Sarah with all the force her little body could 
manage. Deep, unforgiving. Pure and hot. She cried the words into her lover's ear. “I deserve this.”

“Good girl--” Sarah barely managed to breathe as her orgasm started to rip through her. Her body 
betrayed her, tightening around the thick intruder like a vise. It was tearing her apart and yet the only 
thing she could do was take it. She couldn't move, she couldn't even breathe as the power of the girl's 
cock forced her into an orgasm the likes of which she'd not had in years-- it was quick, hard and 
unrelenting. It didn't wait for her, it didn't care. It exploded over every part of her like a flash fire and 
ripped the air from her lungs as she bowed her back to Tessarie's demand.

The thick cock that filled her was only seconds behind-- the elf slumped down atop her with a loud 
carnal cry of ecstatic bliss. She pounded into Sarah. Again. And again. Her little fingers gripped Sarah's
side and she threw her head back, crying out an indistinct moan that rocked Sarah from the inside out.

In seconds the heat inside her erupted in a powerful wave that blasted Sarah's cervix like a fist. Tessarie
pulled back and slammed in again, moaning “I deserve t- this!” as load after load blasted into Sarah's 
pussy. She trembled and mewled, pumping another load. It punched into Sarah so hard that she cried 
out. With every withdraw a wave of pleasure-pain swept over her both of them, Tessarie's thick seed 
poured from Sarah's now gaping hole.

Sarah grabbed the side of the stall, panting hard as Tessarie slumped down on her back. Her head was 
fuzzy with lust and fulfillment but at the edge of her consciousness, she heard herself moan. “You 
deserve this. . . We both do.”

Tessarie hugged her tight. “I love you.”



Sarah flinched inwardly. In that split second the haze burned away under the searing words. “Don't ruin
a good thing.” She whispered.

“S- Sorry.”

“Let's get going.” Sarah sighed, and leaned forward to free herself from the still twitching member. 

“I'm sorry, Sarah.”

“Shh.”

“Sorry.”

“Tessarie,” Sarah pushed up with her shaking hands. Her knees wobbled and even the lingering tremble
from the powerful orgasm seemed to cling to her like a second skin. She smiled wanly up at Tessarie 
and kissed the tip of her penis. “Let's go, beautiful. Much to do and all.”

Tessarie's lips were drawn into a thin line but, to her credit, she nodded softly. “W- We'll talk about it 
later, okay?”

* * * *

The paladin was yammering as Sarah adjusted her elbow length gloves in front of the mirror. Her 
matching floor length dress did a fantastic job of covering the blouse and pants she was wearing 
underneath, even with some inspection no one would question that she belonged where she was going. 
She smiled at her handiwork. When she noticed the human standing behind her she spared him a 
glance. “Hm?”

He frowned. “Weren't you listening?”

“I had my mind on other things. Such as getting out of here alive.”

“Of course you were.” He shook his head. “I asked you what you were planning to do--”

“Nothing you need concern yourself with, dear.” She spun to face him, smiling as a familiar sensual 
ache throbbed between her legs. “We'll meet at the southern market in two hours. If I'm not there, 
Keiter and Tessarie will take you somewhere you can hide.”

“But--”

“Ah, ah, ah.” She held a finger to his lips. “I've no interest in hearing about your heroics, your cod--”

He batted her hand away and met her eyes. Sarah took a half step back, suddenly glad she had her steel 
toed boots on. “How are we going to keep in contact if you need help?”

She ignored him, heading to the desk where she had piled up her duster, backpack and her belts. She 
lumped them all together and wrapped the belt around her bag before shoving it into the kids' hands. 
“The only thing I need from you is you to be there, on time and ready to go, dear boy.”



Tessarie and Keiter crossed the room with bundles under their arms which they added to the growing 
pile by the door. Most of it was sleeping equipment and other useful supplies-- they'd need to get food 
and other things on the road to Devon, but they were off to a good start. Sarah met the paladin's gaze 
expectantly.

“I'm just saying, splitting up isn't a good idea. Especially not when you look like. . .”

“Like?”

Something registered on his face and he looked over her. “Uh oh--”

Sarah glanced back in time to see something move in her peripheral vision. A form crossed by the 
window, blocking out the light for just a moment. “Oh bugger.”

“Get down--” was as far as he got before the window exploded inward.

Never a dull moment. Sarah mused.
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Sarah barely had enough time to duck behind the desk before the window crashed over her. The paladin
was a hair too slow getting out of the way and in a beat he had a man in leathers on top of him, dagger 
bearing down on his face. He'd swung Sarah's pack up under the assassin's forearm just in time to catch
the blade. Yet the force of the man's attack put him at an immediate disadvantage.

Keiter and Tessarie both stared in disbelief, though the elf was much quicker on the draw than Sarah 
had expected. Perhaps it was the recent sex or perhaps it was what they had seen back at the temple-- 
whatever the reason, she made a run for the door. Half way across the  room the front door blasted 
inward.

The spring trap on the lock pwanged into action and three steel bars slammed into matching holes in 
the floor. The man and the woman that got caught on the other side aimed hand crossbows at Tess.

Sarah raised her pistol. The paladin could take care of himself. She fired at the woman. The flintlock 
roared and the fat woman's head jerked back sharply. That moment seemed to wind down; the plume of
smoke that erupted from the back of the weapon fluttered with aching slowness as the fat woman 
started to fall back, arcing blood from the finger sized hole in her skull. When she finally hit the railing 
Sarah's heart managed to beat.

Gods forgive me.

Tessarie whipped around, half ducking into the hall as the other attacker started reloading his crossbow.
Another man was half way through the missing window, Sarah barely managed to get to her feet in 
time to get knocked back down by the new attacker.

Round and round they they tumbled-- he pulled her hair and she tried to gouge his eyes out but 
eventually he got the upper hand, shoved her down and straddled her chest. Hands grabbed her skull 
and slammed her. Again and again. Thump, thump, thump.

Sarah's vision blurred as she clawed for the man's hands. A flash of pain. Magic. Coils of white energy 
wrapped around the man. He fell beside Sarah, struggling to breathe. A second later the paladin 
upended his attacker and pinned him down. Two punches later the man went still.

He didn't give Sarah time to react before he was hauling her up. “You all right?”

“You speak as though having a man atop me is something new--”

“Down!” he shoved her to the side and grappled with another man trying to get through the window. In 
seconds the paladin had the man beaten down and unconscious. Gods he was goods with his hands.

A crossbow bolt slammed into the desk beside Sarah's head. Somewhere along the line the man in the 
hall had been joined by two others with crossbows. They'd done their homework, it seemed.



Sarah grabbed the paladin, yanking him down. “Out the window.”

“What?!”

“Clear us a path! Keiter, Tessarie!” She pointed to the door. “Guests!”

In seconds she had a plan, a very loose, dangerous plan, but the best one she could come up with. In 
that same time Tessarie had summoned up the courage to poke her head out. She ducked back around 
the corner.

The small elf trembled, unable to move. Too scared to enter the line of fire and knowing there was no 
escape down the hall, she froze. Keiter, however, didn't. He scrabbled over the edge of the desk to get 
to the window while the paladin jerked the would-be attackers out of the way. “Come on, miss! We 
can't stay here!”

Sarah tucked her pistol into her waist sash awkwardly and got to her feet. “Go, I'll get her!”

“But--”

“Argue later. Move now!” Before the man could react she had halved the distance to the hall. Knowing 
the men wouldn't risk shooting her didn't make it any easier for her to get through the hail of bolts.

Fancy dress or not, dirt never looked good on Sarah's knees. She crawled as quickly as she could and 
tumbled into the hall. She grabbed Tessarie by the fringes of her coat and jerked her along. “Come on, 
sweety.”

“S-s-”

“I know.”

“But!” the elf tried to jerk away. Sarah yanked her all the harder, flinging her deeper into the hall before
she smashed her entire forearm into a section of the plaster to the right. It gave just as she had designed 
it to, revealing a lever the size of her forearm.

She used both hands to pull it outwardly. A section of wall opposite the bathroom dropped in a flourish 
of plaster dust and cracking wood. The hallway beyond was a dusty circular mess of old books and 
forgotten scrolls rotting in piles that trailed down into the gloom. “Go, go, go.”

“W-”

“Go!” She shoved the girl into the hall. “Meet me at the south market before dawn! Don't be late, I'm 
not waiting!” Sarah shoved the lever back into position.

“What about-” was as far as the elf got before the stairs dropped into one another making the circular 
staircase into a circular slide. She screamed even as she disappeared into the darkness with the spill of 
papers and books.

With the girl out of the picture, Sarah turned her attention back to the main room. There was still had 



one thing she couldn't leave behind.

The men outside her office were cursing violently as they tried to undo the bars, making no headway as
Sarah crept up to the edge. From her vantage she could see the spell that Keiter had cast on the would 
be kidnapper had warn off and he was getting to his feet. Just beyond him, however, she saw what she 
was after.

She bolted into the room and scooped up the jar of picked sausages she'd lifted from McDowels. Barely
breaking stride she smashed it into the recovering man's head and ducked to the side, not waiting to see
if the attack had any effect.

“Hey! What was that?”

“Gods-- its her!”

“No it's not!” Sarah shot back as she ducked behind the crates of books. One particular crate near the 
back held the book she wanted, the book she needed. “Just a figment of your imagination--” a crossbow
bolt punctuated her diatribe by punching into the crate she was using for cover.

“How very uncouth!”

Where was it? Where the fuck was it?! Sarah upended the crate. It was always right on top--

Had scarface's men got here first? No. No. She had been careful. None of the locks had been breached. 
Of course they hadn't been inside.

If so, where was the damned book?

Sarah rifled through the haphazard pile of books. Another bolt punched into the crate. Behind her the 
man she'd hit stirred with a pained groan. It wasn't here.

A book with a bass relief ship was easy to find amidst flat ones, even without her glasses, it was here. It
was always here. Her heart punched into her throat.

“Gentlemen!” Sarah ducked lower.

“Come out and you'll live!”

“There was a book here--” This was a waste of time, she decided. She palmed a smaller book, peeked 
around the edge of her cover. The men were aimed at her hiding place. “Tell you what! There's an acid 
trap over the door which I would hate to have to trigger!”

“Bullshit, girlie! I went over every inch of this place--”

“As much as I'm prepared to indulge your fantasies about just how many places of mine you can get 
your nimble fingers, I should remind you that you missed the trap on the lock.” 

In the ensuing pause Sarah took the book between her teeth, gauging her chances of getting through the
open window before she caught a bolt. The man in between her and the window was almost back to his



senses. It was now or never.

She sprang forward, stopping just long enough to grab two of her favorite sausages. She used the down 
man as a stepping stone to get on to the desk and out the window. “Love to stay but I really must be 
going!” she said around the book's spine.

“Shit!”

The iron ledge just outside her window was nearly invisible from the ground floor but wide enough-- 
and sturdy enough-- that she could climb along it with little issue. Fortunately it seemed as though the 
paladin had taken her advice and gone on ahead. Perfect.

There was a lot to be said for planning ahead, and Sarah had been meticulous in her planning. The 
grating looped around the building to a small court yard attached to the far side of the building. Out of 
view from the general public, it was a pleasant place to spend an evening if one wanted some privacy.

Next to the ladder that lead to it, however, was a thin rope that connected her building and the next 
door tenements. The downward angle of the rope was a sharp drop from the second floor to the first.

Sarah tucked her pickled meat snacks into her sash and removed the book from her mouth. She eyed 
the distance warily. Had she calculated everything right? Of course she had. 

Of course she had.

Pounding footsteps below signaled the arrival of a couple of new men in leathers. Something clacked 
against the metal grating behind her. Probably the man who she'd hit with the jar.

Twenty feet was a hell of a long way to drop, she looked down. Her breath came in quick sips as she 
straddled the line with the book and wrapped both of her hands around it. Gods, oh gods, oh gods-- 
With that thought she shoved forward and started sliding down the zipline.

Immediately the line started to sag. In a flash Sarah could see she was going to hit the courtyard wall. 
“Shitshitshit”

“There!” one of the men below shouted.

Sarah tucked her legs up against her chest. Ten feet away from the wall she felt someone make a grab 
for the corner of her dress. She looked down to see scarface sneering up at her.

It was a risk-- he was pulling her down enough to ensure she'd hit the wall but if she lost her grip she 
was done for any way. She risked it. She booted him in the face as hard as she could manage.

The tension released like a spring and she went sailing over the wall only to slam into the plaster wall 
of the tenement and fall into a heap on the cobbles.

With a low groan she managed to right herself and get her bearings. Two heads poked over the wall 
seconds later but Sarah was already sprinting around the building. She made damn sure that by the time
they were over the wall she was gone.



*

There were only so many places in high society you could go without your papers. Fortunately, Sarah 
hadn't found them just yet. She smoothed her way onto the Dini estate grounds with a few words and a 
casual name drop, only to find out that the girl she had come to visit was attending a masquerade ball. 
Any hope of her getting her travel permit was almost instantly dashed.

Until she got to the grounds themselves. Getting in amongst the up and coming débutantes, ladies in 
waiting and a flustered baronet had proven remarkably easy, even without attire suited to the event, she 
had managed to find her target.

Beautiful as the day Sarah had met her, Mieleesa was the spitting image of poise, confidence, feminine 
grace, and just the right amount of coyness that set Sarah's heart to pattering. On the couch, surrounded 
by nobles and people with more money than brains, Sarah slunk closer to the girl to bask in her 
warmth.

“I hate to impose, dear, but I have a small problem that could be undone with your. . . delicate touch.”

The girl fidgeted slightly, inching away. “I'm telling you, Sarah, I can't! My father would have my 
head!”

When Sarah spoke she lowered her voice to a warm, sultry purr “I would dare not place you in danger, 
but you must understand. Should I not be able to leave, I'll surely not be able to ensure he has what he 
desires, will I?”

“B-- But--”

“Think about it this way. . .” The woman slid closer to the girl, pinning her against the arm of the 
couch, now thigh to thigh. She smiled a little at her discomfort. She knew that look intimately. “I will 
see to it both of you are pleased, but I require one small thing to get started. A little travel pass. Nothing
more.”

“But--” the girl stopped when Sarah leaned over and kissed her ear.

“I can be exceptionally grateful, sweetheart.” Time kept slipping through Sarah's fingers and so she 
pushed back. “Or should we tell him why you shouldn't be wearing white to your wedding?”

“I-- I--”

“Let's not argue, dear. Get the travel pass and meet me at the south gate.” Sarah pulled back and 
motioned her on. “Off you go.”

The moment of confusion passed and the girl stood and wandered off into the crowd. Sarah watched 
her go and only when she was out of sight did she slump back into the warmth of the couch with a sigh.

Out of the corner of her vision she caught sight of a short girl watching her in her own periphery. She 
was beautiful; a compact, toned girl in a floor length dress with embroidery that depicted card suits on 
it. She had the most mesmerizing purple eyes and while she didn't look as though she had a touch of elf



blood in her, the unnatural color and slight rearward cant of her ears hinted at a lineage from the fey 
realms.

“Did you enjoy the show?” She abruptly looked to the girl, flashing a warm smile she didn't feel.

“Excuse me?” the girl's voice flowed smoothly. A rare treat indeed. Sarah flicked her gaze over the 
short woman and smiled to herself. A modest bust, a tight body wrapped in a slinky dress-- oh, but her 
hips were something special. Her trim waist flowed smoothly into womanly, holdable hips that were 
absolutely made for Sarah to put her hands on.

If only she had the time. Gods. “Come now, there's no need to be coy.” She patted the bench beside her 
and made room. When the girl didn't join her, she leaned forward and smiled up at her. “I was gifted 
with a sense for when I'm being watched, dear, so please. If something you see interests you, perhaps it 
would be better to start with a name and a friendly hello, hm?”

The girl downed the rest of her wine in one quick swig, eying Sarah thoughtfully. She chose her words 
carefully. Sarah liked her immediately. “What're you implying?”

Sarah grinned a catty tell-all smile, giving her another appraising look. Oh, yes, she would be a 
beautiful treat. “I imply nothing that doesn't begin with a curiosity in one's own heart dear. And I dare 
say, yours is a very curious one indeed.”

“Maybe so. . .”

“Alas, were time infinite, I would love nothing more than to indulge that curiosity. Sadly, I have 
somewhere to be.” Sarah hauled herself up, standing a full head over the girl's diminutive stature. She 
was smaller than Tessarie-- odd. Sarah closed the distance between them and ran her finger over the 
rim of the girl's wine glass without breaking eye contact. “It shames me to leave the presence of 
someone so beautiful with doubt in eyes so warm, but the hour is late.” She turned to leave. “Perhaps 
another time.”

“Wait,” the girl said as she grabbed Sarah's forearm. Sarah jerked free by reflex. “What do you know 
about dragons?”

That caught Sarah off guard. She blinked, eying the girl once more. “Enough to know that after the 
night I've had, I have no patience nor time to deal with such silliness. Fair eve, beautiful gambler.” 
Sarah slunk out of the ball as quickly as she could, casting a surreptitious glance back and wondering 
just what she was leaving behind.

There was still one more visit to make before she could leave.

*

Novik maintained a number of safe houses throughout the city, each of them designed outwardly to 
resemble a traditional eastern family home. He went so far as to furnish each one with modest but 
respectable furniture and throw rugs. If one looked really carefully, they might even notice that every 
single of those safe houses were coated in had the same prescribed amount of dust; just enough to show
they were lived in but never enough that the 'owner' would appear obsessive.



The same couldn't be said for his real home, however. Settled amidst the merchant homes of the lower 
west end, Novik's was a simple two story affair with a beveled roof and a garden atop it. 

From her position on the porch Sarah could see through the bay window that the decore had changed 
little in the last year; plenty of warm colors, good furniture and an old world charm. It meant that 
Amber hadn't lost control of the house. She smiled faintly and knocked on the door.

The bright faced middle aged woman that answered the door started to smile but faltered when she saw 
who it was. The smiled dissolved in an instant. “S- Sarah.”

“Dear miss, it has been too long.”

The woman frowned. “Not long enough. What are you doing here?” She glanced around Sarah as if 
someone might overhear them. “I thought we agreed it would be for the best if--”

“As much as I would love nothing more than to spend an evening gazing into those beautiful brown 
eyes, I was actually looking to talk to your husband. . . It's a matter of business, you see.”

“He isn't here and my son is sleeping. You'll have to come back later.” Amber started to close the door 
but Sarah braced her foot against it.

“I really must insist, dear. Do you know when he'll be back?”

The woman blanched even as she gave the door an experimental push. Finding it unyielding against 
Sarah's boot, she finally acquiesced and slithered out of the way.

Sarah sauntered through the house to the study in the back. Precious little had changed in the last year 
and even now a thick layer of dust clung to the old volumes filling the air with a pleasant musk that 
reminded her of lost knowledge. A dozen crystal sculptures dotted the wrap around book case like tiny 
stars amidst a sea of multicolored leather.

And then there was the butterscotch cognac.

Decades old and imported from farthest eastern regions in the known world. And no one around to 
protect it.

“What's this about, Sarah?” Amber eyed her from the lip of the door frame. “Novik won't like that 
you've come.”

Sarah didn't look up as she poured herself a drink. “Oh, I suspect he won't.” She took a sip. “Ah, there's
a familiar flavor.”

“Sarah--”

“Regretfully, dear, I prefer to be the arbiter of who enters my home as well. Your husband seems to 
think I allow strange men into my home uninvited.”

“O- Oh. . .”



“Indeed,” she drew the word out. After a second she flashed a smile. “I don't hold that against him, 
though, I dare say I enjoy being the center of attention for so many strapping young men.” Another 
smile lit her face at the woman's look of confusion.

“Well, er-- He should be back shortly. . .”

Sarah took another pull from her cognac, savoring the gentle burn as it worked its way down her throat;
a little taste of warmth in a cold night. “I'm sure he will.” She casually refilled her glass and claimed 
one of the wingback chairs in the corner of the room.

Amber crossed her arms under her breasts, frowning. “No, please, make yourself at home, I don't 
mind.”

The half-elf leaned back in the chair with a smile. “As I recall, last time it was--”

“That was a long time ago, Sarah. I've changed.”

“I can tell,” she lied and patted her lap. “Why don't you come over here and we discuss just how 
much?”

There was moment-- just one-- where Amber looked about ready to approach, but when it faded she 
fixed Sarah with a cold expression. Changed indeed.

Physically she'd changed, there was no question; the years had been kind to her and even though she'd 
gained a few pounds, they filled out her curves generously. From the flowing swell of her bodice down 
to the gentle curve of her stomach. She looked more feminine than Sarah remembered her ever being. 
“You look good, dear.”

“Don't,” Amber frowned. “I know where this is going and I'm not going with you. Not this time.”

It was a dull ache that burned in the back of Sarah's mind as she crossed her legs, eying the woman up 
and down. She let out a sight and filled the silence with another drink. “I am capable of being serious 
now and then, dear girl.”

“I remember you said that to me once--” Sarah put her hand up to silence the woman. “Oh, no? Don't 
tell me how much 'the truth hurts' and how 'things are complicated'--”

“Amber.”

“No--”

“I didn't want to hurt you.” Sarah forced herself to remain seated. “I tried,” she murmured. She was 
already lying and she knew it. “I thought--” her voice died when she heard the door open.

Novik's plodding footsteps echoed through the entire home and before Sarah knew it, his bulk was 
occupying the door frame beside his wife. No one spoke as the larger man processed what he was 
seeing. During that time Sarah took a pull from her drink and slid her hand over the butt of her 
concealed pistol.



Before she'd finished, he spoke in a low, defeated tone. “Excuse us, would you?” After ushering his 
wife into the living room he looked to Sarah and let out a slow sigh. “I suppose I should say something 
like 'I didn't expect to see you,' shouldn't I?”

“That would be rather clichéd, I think.” Sarah smiled over the rim of her glass, finished the rest and 
reached for the decanter. “Have a seat.”

“That's expensive, you know--”

“Dear. After the night I've had, I'm willing to take it on faith that I'm due recompense. Would you like 
some?”

“No. . .”

After she finished filling the glass, she tucked the bottle down beside her in the chair. Let him wonder. 
“Where shall we begin, hm?”

“Well,” the pallor man took a chair opposite her. “I think I have an idea--”

“I bet you do.”

“I didn't have a choice, Sarah.”

The alcohol burned, but not nearly as much as those words. Between the booze-fueled burst of courage 
and the anger roiling deep in her soul, she couldn't stop herself. “We all have choices, Novik. I trusted 
you--”

“No you didn't.”

“I--”

“Then you're twice the fool, aren't you?” He spread his hands. “I'm in the business of information 
dealing. I like you, but it's just business--”

“How much was I worth?”

“You know I can't--”

Sarah clutched her glass tighter. “I have the entire rogues guild bearing down on me and all you're--”

“A lot,” he slumped back. “A lot. Enough that I could retire. . .” Novik let the implication hang in the 
air like a blade. He was just looking out for his family. She couldn't fault him for that, could she?

She could, she decided. “You're going to throw our relationship out for a few coins? I'm disappointed. 
Sorely!”

“We never had a relationship, Sarah. You paid me to help you find people and hide, but it was just 
business. It was always business.”



“You're a vulture, is that it? Circling car--”

“You're drunk.”

“Hardly! I've seldom been as clear as I am now, but you, my delusional cohort have a great deal to 
learn about how this is going to work.”

That got his attention. He righted himself and his hand started to drift towards the shadow between his 
leg and the cushion on which he sat. Sarah made her pistol visible, locking gazes with him. Slowly he 
pulled back. “What do you have in mind?”

“Now, that's more like it, isn't it?” Sarah leaned forward. “There's a man named Vestrin who's been 
looking for me. . .”

Novik offered a non-committal nod.

“Where does he live?”

“You know better--”

“Dear boy, believe what you like, but I'm trying to help you both. . .” Sarah dampened her lips with her 
tongue. The sweet kiss of butterscotch made it easier to smile, if only a little. “Consider this a friendly 
warning from someone with experience. Dragons don't pay their debts, they have their debtors killed.”

Novik gripped the arms of the chair lightly. In his eyes was a flicker of doubt and even before he spoke 
the concern had become real. “What're you talking about?”

“I'm going to take a shot in the dark here. Feel free to stop me if I'm wrong,” Sarah leaned forward and 
downed the rest of her drink. “It was a young woman with chestnut skin and pale eyes the color of fried
peaches and wavy chocolate hair. She smelled like hazelnut and sage and spoke in a low rumbling purr,
didn't she?”

“I. . .” He exhaled a nervous laugh. “You almost make it sound poetic.”

“She claimed she was from the deep south, I suspect, though her accent was western?”

“Yeah.”

“Then you need to leave.” Sarah tried to get to her feet, instantly the world tiled slightly. 
“Immediately.”

“That bad?”

“Had I the words to express it, I would happily do so. Suffice it to say, no matter how good you think 
you are with the chess board, you can't win this kind of game.”

“You seemed to be doing okay. . .”

“I cheat.”



“So I can see.”

Sarah hefted her pistol up and leveled it at his face. “So, I'll ask again. Where can I find Vestrin?”

Novik looked down to the side. He didn't even flinch as Sarah cocked the striker arm back. With a low 
exhale he looked up and met her eyes. “I can't, Sarah.”

“You can, you know you can.”

“What if you're wrong--”

Sarah cut him off by jamming her pistol into his chest, stumbling into the chair so she was practically 
sitting on his lap. She broke the space between them with a whisper. “When the dragon kills your 
family you can wax morality and client privilege for the rest of your days.”

He tensed.

“They. Do. Not. Pay their debts.”

“I--”

“Tell me where Vestrin hides, then take your family and leave this city tonight. Do you understand?”

“B--”

“I won't ask again,” she pressed the barrel into the larger man's sternum. “I'm trying to help you.”

The large man leaned out of her personal space so he could meet her eyes. In that moment a hundred 
different emotions warred on his face, but finally he nodded. “All right. Do you know where Primrose 
is?”

*

Sarah found the place despite being half sloshed. Nestled between two other small buildings in a 
nondescript section of town, it was designed not to stand out and for the most part it did it's job 
perfectly; it looked like every other boring hole in the wall tenement on the block. 

She knew looks were deceiving, though.

However, in the ten minutes she spent searching around for traps and alarms, the only thing she found 
was a barred rear door entrance and perfectly mundane trash piled up against the side of the building.

Curious, Sarah picked the lock on the door and let herself in. Even in the low light, navigating the dark 
home was easy-- a predictable layout and plenty of reflective glassware helped tremendously.

The place was boring, even inside. Though it was clean, meticulously so. The lifeless sketches of flora 
adorning the walls had been cleaned recently and even the stairs leading up to the second floor could 
have been eaten off of.



Sarah drew her flintlock and crept up the steps, managing by sheer force of will not to faceplant. 
Between the slats of the railing she caught a glimpse of the only room. Through the open door she saw 
a little boy.

She started to lower her gun until she saw the red streaks running like cracks from the corners of his 
mouth up into his hair. She stumbled half way up the steps and slammed down hard on her arm. “shit--”

“Dah?” The boy mewled.

Sarah bit deep into her tongue. No, don't you dare. “N- No, sweety.”

You idiot.

“W- Who's there?”

After righting herself, Sarah tucked her pistol into her belt and reached for the silk gloves she'd balled 
up in her pockets. “My name's Sarah, sweetheart. What's yours?”

“Marik.”

She edged up closer to the door, keeping an eye on the rest of the hall. “Are you alone, sweety?” When 
he didn't reply, she snuck into his room and knelt down in the shadow of the door's arc. “I won't hurt 
you, sweety. I was looking for your daddy--”

“He's not here.”

“I see that. Do you know where he went?”

The boy's cracked and peeling lips tried to purse together over his yellowed teeth. The red cracks had 
started to form on what little of his chest Sarah could see and then she saw the pail beside his bed 
burbling quietly with blackened bile. “Oh, no. . .” she breathed.

“H--” Marik tried to talk only to cough up a wad of goo that ran from his lips like sap.

“Shh. Sweetheart. . .” Sarah's throat clenched tight. “Gods, doesn't he know you--” No. She couldn't 
say it in front of him. RedBlight did enough to its victims without the added stress of someone telling 
the victim they were done for.

A pang of guilt bit deep into her side. She should have told the city watch, she should have ignored it 
and moved on. You couldn't help those suffering with the Blight, you could only risk infection yourself.

And yet. . .

Sarah stood at the foot of Marik's bed, watching from some distant part of her mind as she touched his 
cool skin. The sheets were messy with bile and blood but looked recently changed and even being 
coated in sweat, he was trying to smile.

Her heart sank. She couldn't help him. No one could. “I'm sorry. . .”



“It's okay. . . Dah's going to get medicine.”

“Is he?”

“Uh huh!”

“Good,” she whispered and stroked his ankle. “Can I get you anything?”

Marik shook his head and hugged his pillow tight as Sarah continued to stroke his foot. It figured that 
the asshole had a sick child. Did he know that he couldn't help Marik? Did he have even the slightest 
idea?

“I need to go, sweety. . .”

“O- Okay. I'll tell Dah you wanted him!”

The pang in her stomach bit even deeper as she started to turn away, promising herself she couldn't 
help. She couldn't, there was no question. She couldn't. “No, no. It's all right, I'll tell him.” She dared a 
glance back at the doomed boy as though it would somehow help.

She whispered his name as a prayer to whatever gods would hear it. Technically, she could have given 
him last rites, but what purpose did it serve when the Blight would destroy his soul anyway.

Sarah's clenched her teeth, plodding down the steps. Tacked to the door was a playing card. An ace of 
diamonds. If she had any doubt whether or not it was important, the words 'Hello Sarah' scrawled 
across the bottom of the card sealed it along with her fate.



XIII City of Flames – 7

It was a strange thing, to crack the door and peer out into the shadowed streets that had kept her hidden 
for so many years and know that someone, someone she couldn't even see was looking right back at 
her.

Or they were in the house.

Sarah's hand trembled against the latch, gaze darting left and right as she tried to gather her wits. Was 
that shadow between the refuse and the front door across the street a humanoid or just a lump? She 
squinted, strained. Her grip tightened. This was a waste of bloody time.

She had to get out of the city and that didn't leave time to wait for some shadow to jump out at her. 
After all, she was Sarah-bloody- Kettar, dammit. It took her another ten seconds to gather up the 
courage to crack the door enough to poke her head out.

The streets were criss crossed with shadows under a low hanging moon that was too busy crawling into
the horizon to lend any light to her situation. Even with her mixed heritage and classically good night 
vision, trying to make sense of the confusing mess of gloom and once comforting hiding spots.

The alcohol still warmed her thought processes, making full on panic sound less attractive than it might
have if she were sober. Sarah fingered the playing card to occupy her thoughts for a brief moment as 
she worked out the most sensible plan she could manage.

Stage one, distraction; two would be to get to the others and three. . .

She needed a stage three. Everything worth doing involved three of something. Why couldn't a plan be 
the same way? This assassin wanted to send a message but they didn't know who they toying with. No. 
No, they had no idea.

Sarah took a deep breath and, full of alcohol fueled bravado, flicked the card into the open street in 
open defiance of whomever may be watching. With the challenge laid down, she closed the door and 
sprinted towards the back door.

On the list of things not to do when an assassin was trailing you, meandering about in the dark like an 
oblivious shopper in the middle of a fire sale at the 'marital aid' stall was reasonably high on the list.

When she got to the back door she almost tripped into the bar that had kept it locked. It was set up in 
such a way as to serve as much a warning as a playful gesture; the kind of thing a hunter would do to 
distract their prey from something more immediately dangerous.

She was being toyed with. Didn't that just figure?

Sarah cocked the hammer of her pistol and cracked the door, stealing a peek. Nothing moved in the 
back alley and yet there was a sense, as though someone was holding their breath, that something was 
waiting to act.



Not seeing anything immediately threatening, she slid the door open and poked her head out. Yet again,
nothing moved. So far so good-- the killer was probably in the house anyway, right? Sarah looked back 
to the darkness. That was probably right. She stepped out into the alley.

The metallic pwang of a trap being actuated was always the first sound that registered right before you 
realized that you stepped on your own face. It was a sound she had learned long ago and had ingrained 
itself into the very fiber of her soul when it almost cost her her left hand. That was the sound that split 
the still air like a gunshot. She was too drunk for this.

By instinct, Sarah took the most advantageous route she could with her body's 'oh shit' reaction still in 
full swing; she fell flat on her ass in a half hearted attempt to tumble backwards. Even as she slammed 
into a bookshelf a flood of tiny bright red, purple and yellow gold-flecked cloth scraps fluttered over 
her when a bucket on a tightly wound spring arm slammed into the edge of the door frame and 
discharged its contents back into the house.

Toyed with indeed. Sarah muttered an obscenity in sphinx as she tried to right herself, ignoring the 
throb in the back of her skull. “Clever! But hardly sporting!”

Something clicked and groaned behind her-- leather being tightened as someone moved. Sarah didn't 
hesitate. She grabbed a hand full of cloth and tossed it in the direction of the noise as she dived for the 
open spot in the doorway. To hell with pretensions, it was time to leave.

Tumbling wasn't quite the word for the near face-plant she did off the stoop, but she landed with 
enough momentum to vault off into a half-stumbling sprint. She was too damn old to be killed in an 
alley and here she was, bumbling through shadow like it was her damned occupation.

A glance back revealed absolutely nothing about her pursuer. Not so much as an errant strip of black or 
form chasing her. Even despite this momentary reassurance, Sarah exploded onto the main street, 
toppling into a misplaced sack of refuse waiting for pickup. 

From the cage she'd fashioned in her mind out of booze and poor decision making skills, her rational 
mind screamed that it was best to stay on the main streets and get back to the south end, avoid the 
docks at all cost and get to the gate. Her papers would be in her bag and, provided the idiot paladin 
didn't get everyone killed, her papers would get them protection and out of the city.

No sooner did this notion cross her mind than the clattering of roof tiles assaulted her ears. At first it 
was one being smashed under foot and then it was one dropping to the cobbles to shatter. Sarah raised 
her pistol and juked to the side. An indistinct form swept from the crest of the roof of a single story 
building along the road.

With no clear shot, Sarah tucked the pistol back into the sash of her dress and pumped her arms for 
extra speed. It was a loosing battle, though; years of being lazy and comfortable were taking their toll 
as her muscles started to burn and her lungs felt as though they were trying to clench in her chest. 
Gods, it was always so much easier watching someone else doing this kind of crap.

Sarah took advantage of the momentary change in her pursuer's direction and ducked into the shadow 
of an overhanging tenement, sliding deep into the recession where the door was until she could have 
been confused for a red stain on the moldy plaster. Given the circumstances, the analogy made her 



heart tighten.

On one hand, she had lockpicks. On the other hand she was panting so hard an aneurysm wasn't out of 
the realm of possibility. She glanced at the door longingly as though she could force it open with her 
mind--

Then she did the most practical thing she could. She booted it. Hard. Once, twice. On the third kick it 
gave and crashed inward spectacularly. A young man was near the door with a short blade preparing to 
defend himself. Sarah had her pistol in his face before he could get within reach. “Terribly sorry but 
this is a matter of import!” She threw a few coins at his foot with her left hand. “This'll cover the 
damages, where's the back door?”

The man stared at her, not quite sure what to make of the situation.

“Now if you would!”

“B- Back there.” He made a vague gesture towards the back of the building. “Down the hall.”

“Capital. Terribly sorry about barging in.”

Without waiting for him to collect himself, Sarah bolted through the apartment and the hall, she yanked
the door chain and instantly was rewarded with a flood of fresh air tinged with horse dung from a 
nearby stable. Knowing just enough about the geography of the city not to get lost after a binder at the 
local pubs, she had a rough idea of where she was.

There was a little straw awning over the back stoop that looked out on a circle shaped alley connecting 
four other alleys to a rudimentary horse shelter. Beside it a couple of carts were parked side by side 
near a fading caravan placard. With the central axis running north and south, she figured her destination
was roughly west-- a bigger alley meant it was more likely to see cart traffic, didn't it? Yes, of course.

She broke cover and started into the alley. Mid way through she could see the folly of her choice, but it 
was too late. Two men in blue and silver armor with obnoxiously bright regalia came from the mouth of
the alley to block the way. A glance back confirmed a similar group from the rear. No sooner had that 
registered then a man stepped up with his sword already drawn.

“Now, now!” Sarah tucked her pistol into her dress as best she could to hide it. “Let's not be hasty!”

“Who goes there--”

They had to have been caravan guards, Sarah tried for her smoothest voice. “Someone who's not trying 
to get involved in territorial disputes! Nor is she trying to cause harm to your masters' property.”

“Sir?”

The man with the sword stepped into the alley to appraise Sarah. “Come closer!”

Keeping her hands plainly visible, she complied. “If you can make me come with naught but your 
voice, I would gladly do so.” Sarah eyed the ridges of the buildings as she approached. “It's refreshing 
to see a man who puts a woman's desires before his own, truly, but I do need to be off.”



He looked her over and scoffed, shaking his head. “Not the one. Go.”

“Just like that? I should be offended--”

“Go, harlot, before I decide to test my steel--”

“I'll have you know--” was as far as Sarah got before the three men blew past her towards whatever 
spook they were after. She barely spared them a second glance. A distant 'there!' from one of them was 
probably the last she'd ever hear of them, and that was all right with her.

Sarah darted through the alley and into the street where three squads of guards had erected a barricade 
surrounding the caravan district, effectively blocking off traffic with brightly lit fire drums. As if that 
wasn't enough, an array of nobles' private guards supplemented the city guards with their own brightly 
colored armor and tabards.

“Bollocks,” she muttered as she forced herself to slow her run to a steady walk across the street and 
into the opposite alley to keep from arousing suspicion. By the time she reached the opposite side the 
throbbing ache of her muscles had turned into a dull pain she would probably need a massage to rid 
herself of.

Too close. She was too close to let this all be for nothing, wasn't she? Sarah gritted her teeth and 
sighed, bracing her hand against the wall. If she had managed to survive this long, she could do it a 
little longer. She just needed to keep her wits about her. She needed to relax and keep it together. The 
plan was good, yes, it was perfect. The only thing missing was her getting out of the city.

Then it would be all right. She could start over and everything would be all right. Just get moving. She 
started to step forward when she felt something brush across her nape of her sweaty neck like cool 
fingers of agony ready to rip her spine from her body. It was a quick touch; the cool kiss of leather on 
flesh. It sent her heart into her throat and Sarah, instead of pivoting to face the danger, screamed and 
bolted off.

She ran for hundreds of feet before her knees and lungs both gave out, so tired from all the forced 
exercise that they couldn't go on any longer. She slumped against the wall of a bakery and crashed 
painfully to her knees, panting hard as she grabbed the back of her neck. Her hand came back smeared 
with blood. Too tired to scream, she touched her neck looking for a wound she couldn't find.

“Stop that!” She growled through clenched teeth. “Hav- Have you no decency!?” It was then that she 
noticed the sweat beads were washing a crimson line from her jugular down her bust. She wiped at the 
blood there, not even sure how her would-be killer had managed to do it without her knowing. “G- 
Gods. . .” She whimpered.

Her hand trembled as she wiped at the blood all the more. She didn't want to die. Not like this. She 
needed to move.

Twenty years of hiding and running gave her enough danger sense to know that she was drastically out 
classed and couldn't hope to compete with whomever this person was. Her only chance would be to get 
to the south gate and get out of the city. If she could make it, she'd be safe.



Sarah hauled herself up on trembling knees and forced herself into a wobbly jog fueled mostly by fear 
and anger at the pain of her overworked joints. She was going to run more she promised, all she wanted
to do was survive this and then she'd spend the time to improve.

Yes, that was it. A plan for the future. That was all she needed; something to look forward to and--

Between two crates sitting alongside the building was something- someone- crouched. It was cloaked 
in shadow and barely a form at all. Sarah almost missed it in her panic, but she noticed it right before 
she'd have passed by. She drew her gun and pointed at it as she breezed by. It didn't follow.

The fifty steps that she pounded out between the refuse and the mouth of the alley seemed to pass like 
months instead of heart beats. It was brighter on the street than usual, strange, but hardly unique. 
Perhaps there was some kind of street inspection or-- dare she hope?-- a festival of some kind.

Several guards strolled by casually heading towards the southern quarter, passing by the mouth of the 
alley with all their shining armor and clanking steel amongst inane chatter. Sonofabitch.

Sarah dived into the embrace of shadow, practically slamming into the wall with her full momentum. 
The noise of her body slapping the wall like a dead fish grabbed one of the guards' attention and he 
looked her way. Some part of her wanted to run, some part of her wanted to scream at her own stupidity
for being in this situation, every other part of her told her to shut up and stay still.

The guard trailed behind even as his compatriots continued on down the street. He was young, perhaps 
in his twenties, old enough to do his job and yet probably not world wary enough to have seen the 
kinds of things that fostered healthy cynicism just yet. Sarah could have stepped into the light and 
talked her way out of the situation, maybe even gotten help, and yet. . .

No, she wasn't that crazy. Despite what some would say about pointed ears making her 'fey crazy' or 
some such, she was anything but. She slunk back into the dark a little more. One of his friends glanced 
back at him and, in a thick western accent said, “Nothing but street walkers down here, come on.”

“She's wearing a dress, right? Aint we--”

“I don't care if she was wearing a strip of cloth and doing a fan dance, she's not gonna hide 'round the 
whores.” The man squinted against the gloom, leering in Sarah's direction. “C'mon.”

“But--”

“Come on, 'fore the nobles blow a vessel that we're not doing our jobs.”

The young man looked at the other guard, reluctantly following the group with a final glance back 
towards Sarah's hiding spot. The older guard ushered him on and after a few moments the sound of 
their armor became little more than a distant memory.

Sarah slumped against the wall. How had things gone this wrong this quickly? There was a lot to be 
said for living in the present and moving on from the past but it's not like she had ever listened to that 
little nugget of wisdom. Could she have done something different in order to wind up somewhere else? 
Probably, but would it matter?



That's enough, she told herself. Life went on whether she was ready for it or not, no sense in wondering
what could have been. Absently she rubbed at her throat as she gathered her focus. It wasn't her blood, 
there were no wounds. It was a message, then, not the act itself.

She was wearing a dress. . .

Sarah edged closer to the lip of the alley and peeked out, squinting against the harsh glow of the fires. 
There were dozens of nobles' guards mixed in with guard patrols here, too. It seemed she wasn't the 
only wanted woman in the city. But if it was severe enough for the nobles to take a personal interest in 
capturing her-- or Sarah, for that matter-- then chances were good it was pretty important.

There was a moment where she considered emerging from cover, but in lieu of a step forward, her 
breath fell flat when she heard the slow clop, clop of strong horses approaching. She ducked back into 
the alley and waited.

The sound was joined by steel armor clapping against itself and shortly thereafter a contingent of men 
in blue and orange tabards over full plate armor with a hand full of city guards mixed in was leading a 
small but beautifully ornate carriage. The two windows forward of the door were boarded over hastily 
from the inside, indicating there hadn't even been time to cover the boards, much less do a proper job of
putting them up in the first place.

It was the kind of thing someone truly paranoid would do. Curious, Sarah watched until they past her 
hiding spot and peeked again in time to see the procession stop near the guards. Words and gestures 
were exchanged and the leader of the guard group approached the carriage. A pudgy man in a frock 
emerged to talk to the leader.

Something was off about him, though, he looked sweaty and sickly; sunken eyed and completely 
exhausted as though even the act of speaking was wearing down what may have remained of his 
energy. He gesticulated a few times to the leader and pointed back the way they'd come from.

There was something else. Movement from the opposite side of the carriage, atop one of the buildings. 
A lithe form in dark grey leathers splotched with black was sliding their way down from the lip of a 
beam to the ground where they landed as sure footed as a cat. It happened so fast that Sarah barely had 
time to register the image before the figure was out of view.

There was time to warn them, of course, but Sarah was anything but stupid enough to get involved in 
that kind of nonsense, even knowing that it was probably the person who had designs on killing her.

She frowned as the realization struck her. The killer was trying to get Sarah and another mark in close 
proximity so they wouldn't have to go as far to get things done. Or perhaps she was going to have the 
murder of the noble pinned on her. It would make the investigation rather easy to complete, leaving 
nothing pointing back towards them in the first place.

It's how Sarah would've done it, if she was incredibly bitter and stupid enough to actually want to try 
doing something like that. She could have warned them, she could have run. She could probably have 
done both given enough time. She swallowed, drew her pistol and prepared to fire into the air. Maybe if
she got caught by the guards before the killer had time to do whatever it was they set out to do. At 
worst she'd look like a distraction-- an accessory.



“Bollocks,” Sarah whispered.

In the entire sphere of continually less opportune choices, the only one that made any sense was to run 
away before things got started. She started to turn. But then it started with a loud bang and a flash of 
light. In seconds a stream of bright light erupted in front of the carriage, cutting off the street like a 
wall. The prickle of its arcane 'flavor' sparked across her body like a cold snap.

The coach's horses neighed and reared up, men shouted incoherent orders to their subordinates and the 
man ducked back into his carriage as though it would do any good. All of them were on the reactive 
while the leather clad figure threw two small canisters into the street-- both exploded with a pop, 
releasing waves of yellow smoke.

Half the guards immediately broke ranks and ran, the others closed in on the carriage to protect it. 
Apparently the would-be assassin hadn't counted on them doing so, for it was already working its way 
around the carriage trying to find a spot to get a line on its target. The gas started to dissipate a split 
second later as the assassin stepped boldly into the light in open challenge. The wall of light cast an 
awkward shadow over its masked face and that's when Sarah noticed that the black splotches on the 
short figure's armor armor wasn't blending in with the shadows so much as absorbing light.

The guards must have been expecting the attack, though, because no sooner had the attacker made 
themselves known than a door atop the carriage opened and a man with a crossbow drew a bead on the 
figure. Two of the nobles' guards charged forward while the others adjusted to take up the vacancies 
like a well oiled machine.

Instead of doing something sensible, like backing away, the figure charged forward to meet them head 
on. Narrowly ducking the first shot from the crossbowman, it stepped within the reach of the guard's 
sword. Only then did Sarah realize how short the person was. Shorter than even she was.

That didn't seem to slow the assassin down, however. In the blink of an eye they glided forward and 
there was blood arcing through the air from a gaping wound in one of the guards' necks. The other 
guard moved to intercept but he was a moment too slow and caught a dagger to the face.

What followed was a ballet of supple, smooth movements so liquid as to have been choreographed, 
each punctuated by arterial sprays from men several times the killers' size. The carriage driver ducked 
under the bench atop his coach and the crossbowman, for all his precision and quick timing, couldn't 
seem to land a blow, every attempt to make a shot count lead to a smooth sidestep, even mid fight.

The dead piled up one after another until there was a semi circle around the side of the carriage. A 
couple of city guards were on the opposite side looking at each other as though questioning their role in
life, but before either could act, the killer strolled up to the door.

It exploded outward and bowled them over. The fat man sprinted in a panic towards the alley opposite 
Sarah's, blindly seeking refuge from his would be killer. Taking advantage of the momentary confusion,
the crossbowman leaned over the side of the coach and fired. This time the bolt struck home and pinned
the assassin to the cobbles. Sarah could feel the crackle of sharp arcane magic even from this distance.

“Got 'er!” The man shouted triumphantly. By now, however, the other guards had fled.

Her? Well now, this is interesting. . . Sarah watched while the man ducked back into the carriage, 



preparing to finish the job. She'd seen enough magic weapons to know that ranged weapons were 
designed to do one of two things: penetration or explosion. It seemed that they were using the former, 
which meant only a feat of incredible strength would get that person off the cobbles. Once magic 
arrows bit in, they stayed in until the spell was broken.

Almost as if reading her thoughts, the pinned figure braced its-- her-- left hand against the cobbles and 
tried to get up. She had two seconds to try again but opted for a second dagger instead. The man had 
his short sword out and emerged from the carriage with a triumphant swagger. He bore down on her 
throat with the tip of his blade but she was still too fast. 

Even in what had to have been an incredibly painful stomach shot, she held her own and brought her 
blades up crosswise to lock against the man's sword. He went to push and she wrapped her legs around 
his lower back. Sarah watched in mild awe as the carnal struggle played out, fascinated by the short 
woman's determination and ability. It paid to know the ins and outs of an opponent, anyway, she 
promised herself. It wasn't just about show.

The man shoved down on her but instead of giving in, her blades actually seemed to be pushing the 
blade back. Back. Further still. Then, at once, two things happened; the woman's legs crunched down 
against his pelvis at an unnatural angle as though her heel would touch her stomach through his body 
and the blade in his hands shattered. He didn't even have time to scream before she had her blade in his 
throat.

After his body slumped down beside her, the woman slid her feet under her hips and spread her legs 
until she had enough space to leverage her strength. She braced her hands on the cobbles and with three
quick inhalations, she pushed herself up. The bolt didn't give up, though. It tore muscle fiber, gristle 
and blood from the hole it made in her stomach, all of which poured down the shaft of the missile as 
though it had been barbed with fishhooks.

Yet, still the woman pushed. She didn't scream. She didn't cry out. She just pushed. Glistening in the 
light and surrounded by corpses, the arrow looked like a war monument. In some ways, it was.

The woman poked her head inside the carriage and then half-stumbled out, paused and started to trail 
the fat man's course through the streets to the alley like a bloodhound. She followed his exact path step 
for step and didn't even look back after Sarah as her stumble turned into a steady jog. She was 
sheathing her blades as blood poured like water down a rock. Something was strange about it, she was 
loosing a hell of a lot of blood and she didn't even try to staunch the flow.

Sarah stared for a moment longer, then eyed the carriage. The light wall was beginning to waver, 
fading. Not being one to waste an opportunity, she hefted her pistol and started towards the driver. She 
climbed up to find the man still cowering under the half-bench. They made eye contact over her barrel. 
“Seems like we're both having a long night. . .”

#

In the bowels of the merchant's district, huddled in the shadow of a pair of two story buildings, Sarah 
finished prying the emblem of House Russellie from the coach, all the while dodging glances from the 
driver. She wiped her brow and tossed the brass plaque into the crate with the others. “Think of it this 
way,” she turned to him. “By now your master is probably dead. Do you have a family?”



The man fidgeted, eyed the horses and then Sarah with a frown. “Y- Yes, ma'am.”

“Please, no need to be so formal.” Sarah packed the tools back into the hidden compartment under the 
forward seat. “I may be a title bearer, but I'm not one to wave it around.” She winked at his incredulous
expression. 

The work had actually done wonders for her mood, perhaps it was having to figure out how to disable 
the labyrinthine mechanisms that someone had spent weeks building to keep the plaques on. It was 
ingenious, really. Over engineered to a fault, but they ensured that no one without the tools and training
could have removed them. It was gratifying to know that Sarah could still undo complex mechanisms 
as easily as she did belt buckles, but perhaps it wasn't the work at all.

Perhaps it was the adrenaline, the thrill of the chase and the brush with death. She laughed sharply. 
Perhaps indeed.

She needed to laugh after everything that'd gone on. Why shouldn't she? After all, who was going to 
tell her no? Sarah reached for the buttons on her dress, casually undoing them as she looked to the 
carriage driver. “Tell me, good man. Would your family not be better served by someone who not only 
valued your work but valued you as well?”

He didn't know she had clothes under it, but seeing him fidget gave Sarah cause to smirk. “Ah-- I--” he 
stammered as he looked away. “Begging your pardon, my Lady, but I'm really not sure I understand 
what you mean--”

“I beg to differ.” Sarah let the dress fall from her shoulders and even in the sudden rush of cool air 
against her sweaty skin, she couldn't get her hands to stop trembling. After what she'd seen, there was 
no question. Staying in the city was suicide. But was it really worth bringing the others along to try and
get out? Couldn't she get farther on her own?

Not without her papers, she couldn't. The ones that damned paladin had with him in her knapsack. 
Dammit.

“M- My Lady? What's going to happen to me?”

Sarah balled her dress up and threw it through the now vacant coach window after taking the pickled 
sausages from the waist sash. It barely brushed the curtain on its way into the gloomy interior 
compartment, meanwhile she tucked her pistol into the leather frog on her belt . “You, my good 
man. . .”

A plan. She needed a plan.

She considered it for all of a minute. “I need you to take me to the south gate, drop me off and pick up 
my travel pass from a young woman who's no doubt a little concerned.” He started to open his mouth 
but Sarah held up her hand. “All perfectly legal, I assure you. In the meantime, I'm going to gather my 
party and I will meet you there.”

“B-” Before the rest of his breath could leave his mouth, she had a sack of coin in his hand and her 
gaze leveled at him.



“I'll double this when we're safely out of the city. You'll not have to work for decades.”

He blinked.

“Your master is dead, be practical.”

The man glanced at the carriage for just a minute and then at her. “He took us in when we had nothing, 
meaning no disrespect, my Lady, but, if I take this, I--”

“Dear.” She closed the distance and took his shoulders. She kept her voice deliberately soft. “Take it 
from someone who's been in your position. Honor and loyalty are disposable to those who have the 
money to buy it and priceless to the children who depend upon it. Were all truths laid bare, your 
children would want clean water and bread, hm?”

The confusion faded slowly and he clenched around the coins. Sarah patted his shoulder. “Now, then. 
Get--” was as far as she got before she saw a look of concern turn into fear in the man's eyes. He was 
looking over her shoulder. Even in her heightened sense of awareness she hadn't heard the threat 
coming and now it was too damn late.

That didn't mean she wasn't going to try. In what she imagined was a smooth move, she jerked to the 
side and brought her pistol up. She was about half way into the turn when someone with large hands 
grabbed her wrist and wrenched it at a painful angle. She jerked backwards to ease the pressure only to 
wind up face to scarred face with a tall man in leathers.

Bollocks. Sarah clenched her teeth even as the man's grip tightened. He was too strong to overcome, 
she knew that from the start, but she still wrenched herself in a vain attempt to get free. He slammed 
her against the carriage with a hard thump. “Tha' was for Rachel. So's this.” He started to cock his fist 
back.”

Sarah had never been one to get into a fight, but that didn't mean she was going to let one end with her 
getting her face smashed in. She kneed him in the crotch.

He still managed to land the blow. Her head bounced back against the carriage and stars swam in her 
vision even as she plowed her knee into him again. This time he slumped forward and groaned into her 
ear even as he tried feebly to keep her pinned. She wasn't about to let that stop her from getting out of 
the way-- she shoved him back and lashed out with an awkward, undignified kick to his stomach that 
barely managed to connect. She practically tumbled into him on his way to the ground.

“That,” she huffed, “was an accident!” With a trembling hand she brushed her sweaty bangs from her 
eyes. The large man held his groin, eyes screwed shut in pain. She could have told him about the 
dragon, she could have told him that there was no hope for his child. She could have done a lot of good 
to change his life, and potentially save her own in the process.

Sarah never claimed to be a paladin, though. She stumbled forward and crashed down on his stomach, 
straddling his waist. The stinging ache in her cheek and eye was easy to ignore, but there were some 
things that she couldn't forgive.

Despite being smaller framed, she still had leverage on him and used it to her advantage, clenching her 
thighs tight against his arms as he struggled to free himself. A dark grin crossed her face when she 



grabbed his shoulders. “Allow me to educate you on the finer points of handling yourself in awkward 
situations, young man.”

He looked up at her, eyes welling up with pain. She wrapped her hand around his mouth and dug her 
finger tips in to either side of his face. She could have done so much to him in that moment when he 
laid there-- she was right to, after all that he had done to her. . .

Who would tell her she was wrong? The gods? Surely not.

And yet. . .

Irony was always more fun than bodily harm. Ithric had ingrained that in her long ago, surely she 
hadn't forgotten that most valuable lesson, had she? No, no, she wouldn't sink to this man's level. She 
could be more than that.

Sarah could and she could do it well. She grabbed one of her pickled sausages and held it in front of the
scarred man's face. “Here's the first lesson,” she whispered. “Always know what's going to come your 
way.”

That made his eyes widen slightly. He fought all the more but she had too much leverage for him to 
move. She leaned forward and braced her hand on his forehead, shoving his head down until she was 
practically shoving her breasts in his face.

“Plan how you'll escape it.” She ran the sausage down his face, leaving a trail of glistening pickled 
juice to run down his cheek. When she finally brought her hand to his mouth he tried to snap feebly at 
her fingers. She punched him in the nose. “Know that nothing you'll be able to do is going to stop it. 
Accept it!”

“M- My lady. . .”

Vestrin tried to shove against her again. At least he had the courage to keep fighting. “Nnggh, f- fuck 
yo--”

Sarah grit her teeth for what was to come before she grabbed his hair and slammed him down. In the 
blink of an eye she had her thumb pressing down on his eye and the pickled sausage against his mouth. 
In a voice meant only for them, she murmured. “It's not as much fun when you're on the other side, is 
it?”

“N- Ngh!”

“Relax and open your mouth, this will be over soon. . .” A tiny bit of pressure reaffirmed her demand. 
“I won't ask twice.” He needed to know what it was like, she decided. Yes, this would be fitting indeed.

“I'll kill you--”

“Not before He does. Do you even know his name?”

They locked eyes, his right eye twitched. She let out a harsh laugh and started cramming the sausage 
into his face. It parted his lips and with a little resistance-- and more pressure from her thumb-- he 



finally allowed it in. Sarah was every bit as gentle as he had been, cramming inch after into through his 
mouth and into his throat.

“I didn't think so.”

He coughed, sputtered and gagged as Sarah clamped her hand over his mouth. Their eyes met and for 
the first time since meeting him, she saw genuine terror in his eyes. Faced with mortality and the 
whims of those more powerful, he folded just like everyone else.

He was every bit as mortal and worthless as she was. He just didn't know how frail that mortality was. 
Sarah would teach him, though.

“My lady! He's--”

“Get to the South Gate. I'll be there shortly. . .”

“B- But--”

“Now!” She snapped. When she whipped her head to look at him, she saw fear and disgust in the man's
eyes. She couldn't blame him. Vestrin thrashed out as best he could. He shoved. He jerked himself one 
way and the other but between Sarah's thighs, he was as weak as a kitten.

It was horrific to watch, but a fear he was too familiar with to find much sympathy in someone like 
this. This piece of filth. . . He was still a thinking creature. She wasn't like him, was she?

The carriage driver pulled away slowly, the steady clop, clop, clop of horse hooves punctuating the 
pounding of her heart. This was wrong. This was all wrong. As Vestrin slammed against her for the last 
time before he started to go limp, she braced her hands on his shoulders.

“I'm sorry, Ithric. . .”

Sarah pried open Vestrin's mouth, reached her fingers in and plucked the sausage free. Even while she 
started to pull it out, she whispered a quiet prayer for his soul. Vestrin took in a gulp of air, coughing 
and hacking while his body tried to get used to oxygen again. She was on her feet in a split second, 
tucking the pistol into her belt line. “I- if strange ideas cross your mind like 'once I do this, I'll be rich', 
I'd like you to remember I worked for him at one point too.”

His bleary eyes turned up to her.

“Food for thought.” She turned towards the street, making sure she was long gone before he would be 
able to get to his feet.

*

Sarah fluffed her blouse to pull it from her sweaty skin as she strolled through the alley that connected 
to the southern market. There had been no trace of her would-be assassin in more than an hour and, 
with dawn on the approach and the sky tinted a soft indigo, it was well past time to relax.

The paladin's broad shoulders were the first thing she saw when she rounded the corner. He was 



huddled amidst a group of children with Tessarie and Keiter standing nearby in brown robes that 
looked as though they'd been salvaged from somewhere. He was speaking with them in quiet tones 
that, as Sarah got closer, became words.

He had a thick rolling northern drawl that made him sound older than he was and arguably more 
intelligent. In truth, it tickled her pointed ear to hear something so foreign and husky. “So then,” he was
saying to the kids, “he stood in front of the orcs, chest puffed out, ready to lay down his life. . .” he 
spread his hands. “Anyone know what happened next?”

Was he really telling stories to urchins? Dear gods, she had to have been dreaming.

“The orcs came!” One of the boys volunteered.

“That's right!” the young man leaned in as though speaking of a grave conspiracy. “A rustling in the 
bushes--”

“I hate to break this up.” Sarah swept her hair back. “We need to go.”

“B-” Tessarie started.

“Now.”

Keiter's muzzle, shadowed by the overhang of his hood, turned to her direction. Eventually he reached 
into the folds of his robes and produced a small stack of coin for each of the children. Tessarie followed
suit and the Paladin stood, looking back at her with a concerned expression.

They locked gazes and she swallowed at the sudden rush of shame that welled in her heart. It had to 
have been magic, she didn't feel any remorse for what had almost happened. No, no, she didn't.

“My effects, if you would.” She didn't spare him a glance as she took her bag and coat. Not even when 
she plodded on past the group and started getting into her coat. She tucked her box under her arm, 
content to ignore the others. No, it wasn't until she felt his hand on her shoulder that she bothered to 
acknowledge anything resembling human contact.

“What happened?” He whispered into her ear. It was at that moment she realized what kind of strength 
he had in his grip. She wanted to be part of that, if only for a moment. To lean back into his arms and 
pretend the world didn't exist.

Sadly, time waited for no one. “We need to go. . .” She tore herself from his grip and made her way 
through the market. Many of the early morning arrivals were busy setting up their stalls for the day and 
paid their group little mind.

That made it easier to notice the moving shadow that was trailing them in the edge of Sarah's vision. A 
small black shadow that slid comfortably between one cart and another, from behind a rug seller to a 
woman dealing in exotic spices. They didn't see the shadow, hell, even Keiter probably missed it.

But Sarah saw it.

That was more than enough.



She ducked into a side alley that would take her to the south gate anyway. Barely a foot in and she felt 
the paladin and Tessarie both close in on her. They stood on either side, whispering in unison. Asking 
something. They needed to get away-- she needed to get away. There was no time for explanations, nor 
did she have the heart for them right now.

It was time to run away and start somewhere new. She could do it again. She was good at this sort of 
thing. Sarah turned to Tessarie to explain. “I don't--” was as far as she got before a black shadow 
bowled over Tessarie. As though a skyborne rock had chosen the poor diminutive elf as its fey-touched 
pillow. Tessarie made a startled 'oomph!' before she slammed to the cobbles.

The paladin yanked Sarah back with his hand on his blade, charging forward to what might have been a
threat. There was blood, sure, plenty of it, but the elf looked absolutely unharmed aside from falling to 
the cobbles.

She mewled weakly as she tried to crawl from under the person who'd landed on her. That's when Sarah
noticed that the armor the figure was wearing was bulkier than standard leathers and even though 
ambient light was absorbed by the leather, it was backed by something rigid.

“Wait--” Sarah stepped over Tessarie and grabbed the leather clad figure, rolling it off of the elf. It was 
a woman-- it had to have been. What she could make of the figure's outline hinted at hips much too 
wide to be a man's and an overall size too small to be manly.

After checking over Tessarie to make sure she was all right, Sarah felt around the figure's body. She 
found a bloody hole in the stomach, packed with sugar but still bleeding even now. “Keiter--”

She didn't even have to open her mouth beyond that. He was on her in seconds, chanting softly to 
Irsira. They didn't have time to heal her properly, each passing moment was becoming a question of 
survival. If they were captured. . .

“Just stop the bleeding if you can. Tessarie, dear, come with me.”

“Nngh. . .? Owwwww.”

Sarah offered a hand. “Quickly now, dear.”

Eventually the girl managed to pull herself up and they made their way to the staging area surrounding 
the gate. A couple of quick exchanges-- and fifty coins-- later, she had her travel pass in hand and the 
carriage. At that point she could have left. She should have.

Yet, that woman, the woman who'd likely want to kill her once she got better kept coming back to her. 
There was Keiter to think of, too. What would happen to him if. . .

She sighed and instructed the coach driver to meet her at the alley. By the time they got there the 
Paladin and Keiter were both exchanging quiet words while the woman laid atop Keiter's balled up 
robe. Someone had pulled her mask off and, to Sarah's surprise, the girl who she'd met at the ball was 
the one she saw. Young, attractive with those slightly rear cant ears and vaguely elven features.

Well, now, that made things more interesting, didn't it? Sarah grabbed her dress and, with a little help, 



turned it into a splint. They had her loaded into the carriage in no time and, despite some apprehension 
from the driver, managed to get on the road before she could bleed out any more. Keiter continued his 
chanting now in the confines of the carriage while Sarah climbed up and gave the paladin her travel 
pass and papers.

When he gave her a confused look, she pointed towards the slowly approaching gate. “Give these to the
guards, they'll give them back. From now on you work for me.”

“I am a servant of--”

“Yes, yes, but for the time being, you're my retainer. Make yourself useful, would you?”

That threw him for a loop. He furrowed his brow. “Retain-- Oh.”

Sarah pat his arm and crawled back into the carriage, drawing the curtains. She eyed the girl, he would 
be killer and wondered just how long she could keep this ruse up. If the dragon was going to go this far,
what hope did she really have?

Tessarie looked to her as though she would have the answers to the questions warring in her beautiful 
eyes. Sarah tried to force a smile she didn't feel any longer. There was a saying in the far west, one 
seldom heard by easterners and yet wholly appropriate in almost every respect; 'lie well or run fast.'

The time for lying was at an end. . .



Interlude III: Flesh and
Flexibility

The Black Boar was an inn located on the fringes of the city's outskirts, filling an obtuse little plot of 
land sandwiched between two hills owned by rich nobles who, despite their best efforts, hadn't 
managed to convince the owner to hand over the deed to either one.

It was probably because of the location; the crossroad made it an opportune stop over for anyone 
heading to the city or any of the southern villages that dotted the path to the kingdom of Resa. When 
she had first come to the city, Sarah had made it a point to stop at the two story inn out of curiosity.

She hadn't been disappointed-- as humble as it was on the outside, it made great use of spacious layouts
and warm, inviting lighting to put her mind at ease right from the start. She'd been a different person all
those years ago, but it seemed as though the inn hadn't changed all that much. The lighting and 
pleasantly lined face of the older woman behind the counter had the same effect that they had back 
then, almost instantly the knot in Sarah's shoulders began to unwind.

She pre-empted the woman, producing a bag of coin. “Hello! I'd like to rent two of your finest rooms.”

“Certainly, miss. You're just about in time for dinnah, wouldya like it at your room?”

Sarah eyed her for a moment, considering ever so briefly the gentle lines of the woman's neck, even 
through the practical dress she wore. After the day she'd had, the idea sounded appealing. Something 
new, experienced even-- “Well, that depends, dear.” She leaned forward into the woman's space with a 
soft smile. “How would you prefer I apply my tongue to what you have to offer, hm?”

Despite being coated in sweat and grime from the day's events and the ride that followed, Sarah 
imagined herself still able to pull off something at least marginally attractive. The woman just chuckled
and shook her head, though her smile was genuine, even to the point that it actually made Sarah want to
grin in return.

“You should clear your plate, ya look like ya need it!” Abruptly she swatted Sarah's stomach with the 
back of her hand. Sarah let out an 'umph' and the woman went back to get the keys. “Mind my askin' 
who gave ya that shinah?”

“Ah?” The hell was a shiner? Probably some eastern affectation. Perhaps it had something to do with 
her accent. “I suppose I've been fortunate in life.”

“Just not with men, ay? Sign here, if ya want a couple more days, just let me know, hm?”

Sarah gathered the keys and her coin, playing off her confusion with a relaxed smile. Maybe after a 
bath and some time to relax she could put in the time to seduce the woman. There was always the 
paladin, too. . . 

She checked the rooms over and went outside to retrieve their guest and the rest of her group. The 



problem with the paladin, attractive though he was, and he really was. Broad shoulders, husky voice. 
Well hung from what she could tell.

Oh, but then he'd be clinging to her like a puppy. What's more, he was a paladin for gods' sake. The last
thing she needed was a source of religious debate and zealotry. She didn't need someone telling her she 
was a shoddy priest.

No, it seemed she was going to have to default to Tessarie. Unless, of course, she could find some 
entertainment amongst the other guests.

Outside the carriage the paladin and Tessarie were hoisting the unconscious girl up into a carry. The 
larger human had no problem with the relatively tiny woman aside from the grim look he wore. He and 
Sarah exchanged a glance before she held up her key. “She can stay in my room for the evening.”

“I still think this is a terrible idea.”

“Compassion, my dear boy, is not a trait unique to your ilk.”

“She's tainted--”

Sarah turned on her heel, pointedly ignoring the implication. It didn't take a magical pact to feel the 
bristle of the woman's immense power, nor the dark taint to it's presence, but that didn't mean the girl 
herself was as dark as whatever power she'd aligned herself with. Even if it did, there were questions to
be asked. . . “Bring her inside, if you would. Keiter, are you all right to walk?”

He stumbled weakly from around the carriage with his robe clutched tight to his shivering body. “I-- I'll
make it.”

Thank the gods she couldn't heal anyone, Sarah quietly mused as she wandered over to the coach driver
and instructed him where to park-- and leave- the carriage. After paying him, she turned back to the inn
in time to see something that surprised her.

Tessarie was offering Keiter a hand with a shaky smile, helping him up the stairs. It was interesting to 
see how quick she had forgotten her initial misgivings about the kobold, perhaps there was hope for her
yet.

By the time they had the girl laid out on the large bed, Keiter had practically fallen asleep. The three of 
them took turns looking at one another waiting for the other to speak, to lend some sense to the 
madness of the last few hours. Sarah didn't need someone to tell her what was wrong, though. She 
knew what was going to happen if the dragons' agents caught up with her.

She had a chance to learn what they were planning, though. Yes, this was a good omen, even if it was 
unexpected. She could get a head start if she knew what she was up against. Sarah quietly ushered the 
others into the hall. “Get some food and rest, we'll talk about this later. Here's the key for the other 
room.”

To Sarah's surprise, the paladin was the one who asked, “what about you?”

“I'm sure I'll be all right. We'll discuss this all a bit later, hm?” Without waiting for a reply she closed 



and locked the door. Not even two seconds later she slumped against it, the sudden awareness of her 
intimate proximity to the woman who'd planned to kill her pinged in the back of her mind like a 
gunshot.

Half-elf or not, maybe there was something to the whole 'fey crazy' theory. Surely no sane person 
would do something this blatantly contradictory to their own well being.

Sarah saw something in this woman's face, though, something more than she would expect from a 
ruthless killer. She slept fitfully and still wore the youth of her years, the inexperience and the open 
mind that suggested she might be open to influence. Sarah had seen many peoples' sleeping faces 
before and the openness of her expression suggested a kind of war waging inside. Perhaps she could 
manipulate this girl. . .

The fact that she had rescued the girl from the alley, in truth saving her life, should have been enough 
to buy the time and goodwill Sarah needed to formulate a plan and learn as much as she could about 
what the dragon had been planning.

Yes, she told herself, this could work. But 'could' and 'would' were often at odds, so it was only because
of common sense that she relieved the girl of the half dozen daggers strapped to her light absorbing 
armor.

Sarah had become acquainted with weapons grade steel when she was an apprentice smith, but there 
was something immediately off about these blades. For one thing, they were much too light even for 
steel and they didn't have the 'spark' of magic to them that they should have had if they were magical. 
However even at glance it was obvious that they were exceptionally lethal. Even the nicks in the 
scabbards were deep.

Sarah ran her thumb across the flat of one of the blades, running her finger over the texture in an 
attempt to puzzle out what kind of technique had been used to give them their raised grain. Slowly her 
gaze turned to the girl sprawled out on her bed. Even packed into her body hugging leathers, she had a 
kind of feminine presence that belied the incredible feats of strength she had performed.

Powerful legs, thighs made of coiled steel bound to wide hips that were infinitely holdable, sweeping 
into a slim waist that Sarah found herself eying thoughtfully as she tapped the flat of the blade against 
its scabbard. Her chest was rather modest but Sarah imagined following the lines of her body from the 
strong jaw, over those cuppable breasts to the flair of her hips and the powerful thighs that looked as 
though they were meant for wrapping around someone.

By the gods she was something to appreciate. Danger be damned, she had the kind of body that turned 
heads and set mouths salivating with possibility. Her strength and fearlessness were the icing on a very 
well made cake, yet something prickled the fringes of Sarah's consciousness, something that reminded 
her just how obscenely dangerous it would be to slide between the sheets with this girl if she was 
awake.

Yet, for all her knowledge, Sarah couldn't help but wonder. . .

Carefully, quietly, she set the blade down on the dresser beside the girl's other kit and inched her way 
over to the bed. In as soft a voice as she could muster she whispered, “Wake up sweetheart.”



The girl didn't stir at all save the slow breathing which caused her leathers to creak as she tried to 
breathe in deeply. Sarah leaned forward slightly, hand resting on the butt of her pistol as though she 
could get it out fast enough to stop the girl if this was a trap. She wouldn't have a chance at this range.

With a trembling hand, Sarah found and unbuckled the straps holding the girl's leathers. It took her 
several minutes but eventually she managed to get them open and off, revealing a blue silk nightgown 
wrapped around her body and caked with blood from the now closed hole in her stomach. The wound 
was still healing even hours later and now only a fingertip sized hole remained.

At that point, Sarah should have stopped, she should have let her 'captive' rest in peace for a while, but 
seeing the way in which the girl's tight core flowed out into her hips set Sarah's mouth watering. It was 
more than the fear of the assassin in her bed waking up that made her knees tremble, one of her 
weaknesses, something she so very rarely got to indulge was so close at hand. . .

Of course, logically, the best thing to do would be to interrogate dnd kill her but was she wrong for 
wanting to find a non-violent solution? Of course not. She undid the girl's belt. It seemed as though she 
had a thing for blue silk, if anyone could consider the strip of fabric covering her mound an 
undergarment, she was indeed covered. Sarah's finger hovered above the tiny cord that held it tied over 
the curve of her pelvis. Her finger trembled slightly, she couldn't possibly deserve this and yet she 
couldn't just pass up such an opportunity, could she?

She swallowed and forced herself up. Curious. Sarah mused as she set the leathers atop the dresser with
the other equipment. From the cabinet underneath, she grabbed a pitcher of water, a basin and a rag. 
With a little digging she found some tallow based soap and-- surprisingly-- a built in water spigot 
concealed in the wall. It seemed as though someone had taken her suggestion from years past.

Why shouldn't they? She was right a lot more than she was wrong, and it was a good idea. Sarah 
smirked to herself as she filled the pitcher and disappeared behind the divider screen. After picking out 
some clothes for both herself and her guest, she cleaned herself up and, still a little distracted by 
thoughts of the girl's body, barely stopped long enough to get fully dressed-- not that there was much to
slipping on a robe.

Never one to loose sight of caution, however, the half-elf kept her pistol tucked into the sash of her 
robe as she emptied the basin and grabbed another rag. She stopped at the foot of the bed and 
considered her options, briefly contemplating just how she should approach cleaning up that bloody 
mess the arrow had made of her stomach and whatever might have been done to her back. Speaking of 
which, Sarah glanced at at the armor.

She hefted the vest up and fingered the hole that had been punched into the metal plate covering the 
stomach. The plate was multi layered from what Sarah could tell, a thin outer coating of some metal 
she'd never seen and a couple other elements that looked strangely familiar though, despite her best 
attempts, she couldn't discern one from the other. That's when she noticed one of the blades was 
missing.

Sarah's heart backed up into her throat. How could she have been so stupid to leave a killer unguarded 
and unwatched? When had she even had time to get up and slide back into bed without making a 
sound? The accusations and stupidity warred inside Ssrah's mind like a firestorm as she slid her hand to
the butt of her pistol and set the armor down.



There were only two ways to handle it, but she wasn't stupid enough to turn on the girl and attack-- 
even if she could get a solid shot off. Hell, the girl could have been behind her at that very second and--

Stop it.

Sarah closed her eyes, let out a slow breath to steady her nerves and spoke in as confident a voice as 
she could muster. “My dear princess awakens.” When that got no response she turned slowly, keeping 
her hand on the gun and her other arm covering it with the wide sleeve. She put on the best smile she 
could. “Might I gaze upon those lovely eyes again, dear, or will you forever hide them from me?”

She was cute, there was little question about that, but Sarah couldn't help but see past that to the killer 
she was. They employed similar tactics to get what they wanted by lulling the dim-witted into thinking 
they were just a pretty face. Sarah found a smile gracing her own lips. “Dear girl, let us not pretend 
further, lest I find myself questioning my own sanity, I know you're awake.”

That got a reaction. Her sharp, exotic features softened a little as she opened one violet eye to gaze 
upon Sarah. Slowly the other opened and they both looked at one another, sizing each other up. Sarah 
could swear she saw that flicker of curiosity in her gaze like she'd seen at the party, which probably 
meant she had the advantage yet again.

She pressed it with a smile. “Ah, I retain my grip on reality for another day. For a moment there I 
thought I'd imagined that I saw you breathe.”

“That implies. . .” the girl trailed off, swallowed. “Implies you were looking at my chest.”

“In the absence of your beautiful gaze, I had to improvise, dare I say, 'make do'.” Sarah flashed a smile 
she didn't feel. “That would imply there is anything about you that isn't in some way heavenly and 
worthy of worship, though, now wouldn't it?”

The girl furrowed her brow. That flicker of curiosity sparked again. Sarah grinned at her confusion 
even as the tip of her index finger slid against the trigger of her pistol.

“I have some questions for you, dear, do you think--”

“Why am I alive?”

“Compassion is a virtue, I hear,” Sarah cant her head as if to shrug. Let her wonder. “Far be it for me to
let someone so beautiful be caught by people who could never truly appreciate her exemplary gifts, 
hm?”

They eyed one another for a moment, the girls' lavender irises bored into Sarah with due suspicion and 
perhaps a little uncertainty. When she finally spoke her voice was hoarse and came out as throaty growl
deeper than most men could have managed. “I owe you my life, then?”

Sarah managed to hide her surprise. Just barely. “Don't fret, dear. I ask only for some questions 
answered in return.”

“Ask.”



Sarah made a show of gazing at the girl's thick, powerful thighs. Barely above a whisper, she breathed a
reply to the demand. “Have you ever considered a career as an ear warmer?”

The human girl blinked, looked down at her body and then up at Sarah again. When Sarah smiled she 
fidgeted a little. “Why am I--”

At least her voice had returned to normal. A soft rolling purr, at that. “I was going to clean you up, dear.
Though, I suppose that can wait. . .”

“I need to go.”

“Ah, but where would the fun be in that, dear. No, I think you and I are going to have a talk--”

“Then ask, Sarah.”
“I think you know who.”

“Humor me.” Her voice sounded hollow even to her own ears.

“A better question is how come you signed a deal with a power greater than yourself and expected to 
come out of it unharmed.” There was something, something very subtle in the girl's posture and voice 
that suggested she wasn't entirely confident in what she was saying. There was doubt in her eyes that 
kindled as they watched one another for the moment that followed.

Sarah pulled her gun from her sash, the girl didn't so much as bat an eye at the possible threat of 
violence. Probably figuring that Sarah could have killed her if she wanted to. She was clever. Sarah set 
it down on the dresser and strolled to the bed, tossing the peach nighty she'd picked out for the girl 
beside her. When she got to the edge of the bed the girl drew back a tiny bit.

Yes, this was how it was supposed to be, wasn't it. Curiosity begets fear of the unknown and fear of the 
unknown leads to discovering something new. Sarah dampened her lips with her tongue and braced her 
hand beside the girl's body, leaning over her so they could gaze eye to eye. “Tell me something, 
sweetheart. What power did that noble you kill deal with to earn such a fate?”

“Nobles.”

“Hm?”

“Plural,” she slipped into a much more human inflection, soft and distinctly feminine, as though 
controlling her voice would make Sarah any less suspicious. “I killed s-” Sarah put her finger to the 
girl's lips.

“I don't need to know more. . .”

The quarter blooded elf girl eyed Sarah's finger briefly, then looked up at her.

“May I finish what I started, sweet girl? I hate leaving things undone.”

After several seconds passed the girl nodded slowly, giving Sarah permission to do what she had meant
to in the first place. Sarah recovered her pitcher and basin, eying the girl as she lathered up her wash 



cloth. Deliberately she touched the girl's stomach, pushing up the frill of her silk gown while tracing 
the hard muscles hidden under her pale, sweat slicked skin.

She couldn't have been more than twenty summers, a fantastic age but this level of physical prowess 
demanded years and years of training, even discounting the magical advantage she had over most 
mortals. Sarah pushed the nighty higher than strictly necessary to expose the hard abdomen underneath.
The girl never once broke eye contact as Sarah carefully cleaned the blood from her flesh with slow, 
gentle strokes and careful attention. The muscles underneath had already healed up which meant most 
of the damage was mended by now. She would be fine given time.

After finishing, Sarah's gaze flicked down to the spot. Something flashed in her mind's eye; a flicker of 
the girl holding a knife to her throat for her lapse attention. The image wasn't hers. It punched its way 
through her body and into the base of her spine, sending a shiver up it.

She wouldn't show her fear, though, she leaned forward until the girl's pouty lips were only a breath 
away from Sarah's own. “Roll over.” She commanded.

It was the assassin's turn to look Sarah over like she was an oddity. Finally she drew a shallow breath 
and started to turn, giving Sarah a beautiful glimpse of just how curved her hips were. A hard, 
curvaceous body of this caliber was too rare to come by in eastern girls, nothing like the women in the 
west or even the north. Here there was plenty of grain to keep them well rounded all over, but in the 
west where fish was the staple diet, muscles tended to be harder and curves more generous. Gods she 
had missed this. . .

Her would be killer rested her chest against the mattress, gaze turned rearward towards Sarah while she
swabbed the blood from the exit wound. Once done, Sarah leaned forward and kissed her earlobe. “I 
have something for you to wear. Something without a hole in it. . .”

“I thought you said you had questions.”

Sarah breathed in the girl's musky, powerful scent-- that of all spice and the sharp tang of a good 
pepper. Unconsciously she brought her finger up the curves of her killer's body, deliberately following 
a line from her hip to her shoulder. Once there, she held the girl's upper back and met her gaze. “I see 
curiosity in your eyes, dear. Perhaps we can sate each other's, hm?”

It was the girl's turn to show uncertainty. She swallowed. “Not every woman you meet is a lesbian, 
Sarah--”

“Shh, dear.” Sarah nipped the girl's earlobe. “I think after the day we've had, we both deserve to--”

“Sarah,” she started to turn but Sarah was just that much quicker on the draw. She grabbed a handfull 
of the girl's hair and pulled her head back to they were eye to eye. The girl's violet eyes narrowed in 
challenge. “I can kill you at any time.”

Sarah smiled playfully. “I know, dear.” Her voice didn't waver as she continued, forced bravado 
keeping her from shaking like a leaf even as she brought her free hand up to cup the girl's throat. “I can 
do much more to you. . .”

That indignant resistance was strong in her sharp, angry gaze, yet that curiosity was more powerful 



than ever before. A palpable thing. A flicker of an image sparked in Sarah's mind. A kiss. In the next 
instant the girl initiated it and Sarah responded with as much power and passion as the curvy brunette 
forced against her. Sarah withered slightly in the glow of the girl's power even as a slender hand came 
back to grab a hand full of Sarah's hair.

Potentially dangerous and probably stupid, the girl could easily have leveraged her weight to break 
Sarah's neck or something, but Sarah still melted into it, pushing her chest into the girl's back and 
squashing her breasts to her chest. A low murmur of satisfaction rumbled in the girl's throat the longer 
the kiss went on until finally she broke it with a chuff of air.

Sarah licked her lips, savoring the mixed taste. The girl, however, eyed Sarah with suspicion. Finally, in
a voice meant only for them, she whispered her demand. “Get off me.”

“You've mixed the order, dear.” Sarah kissed her neck, sliding her hand from the girl's throat down her 
chest. “Tell me, sweetheart. . .” her teeth grazed the supple, salty flesh of the young woman's shoulder. 
“Under all this armor, under all this strength.” Sarah's hand brushed the hand full of breast, palm 
rubbing against the girl's hardening nipple as she continued to breathe her husky sigh across the 
moistened flesh of her younger lover's shoulder. “I bet you're a good girl, aren't you?”

The girl flinched when Sarah ran her palm over her stomach. Down her pubic region. She palmed the 
girl's mound even as the young woman eyed her half over her shoulder. Half in submission and half 
ready to fight at a moment's notice. Sarah gave her a pleasant smile and kissed her jaw. There was no 
need for her to fight, all Sarah needed to do was ensure she didn't have a reason to want to. “Hm?”

Curiosity and a soft blush crossed her sharp mixed-blood features as Sarah's fingertips slid between the 
hot flesh of the girl's thick, powerful inner thighs. She took that moment to massage the girl's lips while
she kissed her. This time the kiss was much more in Sarah's favor and in seconds she was permitted full
access as the girl began to give in, opening her mouth to expel a hot, sensual sigh.

“I thought so.” Sarah kissed her more deeply, clenching the hand full of hair she had as the young 
assassin planted her hands under her, making a feeble attempt to get on her hands and knees. Sarah 
climbed up on the bed and braced her thighs against the powerful flanks under her. “Shh. Don't move.”

“Mmmpphh. . .” The girl sighed and huffed. Her back arched unconsciously as Sarah's fingers found 
their real prize. Through the silk fabric Sarah massaged the girl's clitoris while she ground into the 
mattress and the warm hand that kept her company.

“Are you a good girl, sweety?” Sarah started to pull away but the girl grabbed her and kissed her even 
more passionately. Powerful, not about to be denied, Sarah had no choice but to go with the woman's 
demand. What a demand it was, too.

It didn't take long before the girl was rolling her hips in an arch that pushed Sarah up with each 
rotation, causing her to want to grind on the girl's butt and its firm promises of pleasure just waiting to 
happen.

In the back of her mind the voice of fear that signaled danger was screaming that she had lost control of
this situation. She was a fool to carry on with this. Yet even as it did, the girl broke the kiss and let out a
whimpering moan, a heavenly sound that carried “Sarah” across it like a siren's call. The girl panted the
half-elf's name again and again even while Sarah pressed harder, faster, complimenting her grinding 



against her hand. In seconds it was over; the girl sucked in a breath, eyed Sarah, clenched her teeth as 
though the idea that a woman was making her come was beneath her.

Her first orgasm with Sarah was a short lived but beautiful thing. She arched her back into a nearly 
impossible angle and threw her head back as her lower body slumped and she undulated in Sarah's 
capable hands. With nothing between them, so much as a breath to be shared, she mewled out Sarah's 
name to echo through the room.

For several seconds she stayed in that position, almost bent to an L with her stomach fighting her tooth 
and nail to clench her forward. Sarah let go of her head and wrapped an arm around her torso, kissing 
her neck. “Gooood girl. . .”

“H- Huh--” the young assassin huffed and gazed back with bleary eyes.  Sarah grinned and waggled her
brow.

“I'm not asking you to become a lesbian, dear. Gods know I'm not. . .”

“W- What are you, then?”

“Let's not worry about that, hm?” Sarah kissed her cheek. “The question is whether or not you're a 
good girl.”

The girl closed her eyes for a moment, sucked in a deep breath and hung her head. Sarah took that 
chance to kiss her neck. “Shh. Don't speak.”

Sarah nipped her neck. “Look to your right. See that peach outfit?” When the girl looked over, she 
glanced back at Sarah as if noticing for the first time that she was practically being ridden. She arched 
her back just that little bit more and pushed up with her knees so that Sarah slid into the valley created 
with her lower back. Gods, she was a nimble little thing. . . Sarah pulled back and bit her a little harder. 
“Put it on.”

“W- Why should I?”

“Good girls get rewards, sweetheart. You'll find I'm very giving.”

The woman looked back up at Sarah. “How giving?”

“You'll have to find out, won't you?” The blush spread across the girl's face so fast Sarah almost missed
it until she realized that her face was the color of Sarah's hair. Sarah grinned and kissed her cheek. “Go 
on.”

“Y- You're a strange one.”

“You have no idea. . .” Sarah disentangled herself from the girl and stepped off the bed, recovering her 
knapsack from the floor. While the girl slid out of the silk gown into the considerably shorter nighty, 
Sarah recovered one of her favorite double ended toys and put it neatly under the bed. As her would-be 
assassin got to her knees on the bed Sarah saw just how short the nighty was, especially with her wider 
hips. It stopped just at her mid thigh leaving a teasingly perfect glimpse of the glistening trail of 
moisture trailing down the inside of her powerful thighs. Sarah eyed her up and down and smiled. 



“That is how I like my women.” She stepped into the girl's space and made a 'come here' motion.

Obstinate, the girl stood her ground, purple eyes looking up at Sarah as if daring her to force her. Sarah 
flashed a reassuring smile on her way down to her own knees. “Suit yourself.” She clasped her hands 
atop the bed and rested her chin on the back of her hands.

Confused, the girl considered the invitation and tentatively edged to the rim of the mattress. She 
swallowed. “Take off your glasses.”

“On one condition.”

“We're setting conditions now?”

“Let me tell you how this is going to work,” Sarah rose a bit, bracing her powerful hands on the girl's 
hips. She pulled her closer to the edge and pressed her busty chest into the girl, pushing her off balance.
On her way down she grabbed Sarah by reflex and they toppled to the mattress together. Sarah didn't 
give her a chance to recover before she kissed her, cramming her tongue into the girl's mouth and 
grinding into her moistened lips.

The response was instant and all consuming. Thick, powerful thighs wrapped around her lower back 
and an image of Sarah being crushed between them rippled across her mind. Thinking fast, Sarah 
ground her stomach into the girl's labia, quickly using long strokes to bring her the pleasure that she 
demanded. Sarah braced her hands beside the girl's body and broke the kiss with a smile she didn't 
believe. “You take from me what you want, but be prepared to give in return.”

The assassin's clouded eyes focused on Sarah for a moment. Slowly, carefully, she reached up and took 
her glasses before turning them around and putting them on her own face. Just as Sarah imagined, she 
looked beautiful with them on.

“You're nearsighted.”

“Observant.”

“How does this look to you, then?”

Sarah slid down, grabbing the girl by the hips until she was on the edge of the bed and Sarah was on 
her knees. She planted a kiss on the young woman's thighs and smiled up at her. Sarah didn't wait a 
beat longer before she kissed the silk strip, already coated with natural flavors and musk. The girl 
sucked in a breath and reached down to undo the tie that held it in place. Sarah smiled inwardly.

Then the girl grabbed the back of Sarah's head. “It's been a while since anyone's done this. . . I hope 
you're better than they were.”

“You tell me, dear.” Sarah kissed her labia, parting her nectar laden lips with a broad stroke of her 
powerful tongue. In mere seconds she had the girl's flower open and she was drinking deeply from the 
steady trickle of hot, succulent juice. The hot musk of this killer's natural essence became all the more 
pronounced when she clamped her thighs against Sarah's ears.

In this dangerous position, Sarah had to fight for the courage to press on. She leaned forward, hands 



cupping the girl's ass cheeks as she worked her tongue steadily upwards to her clitoris. Taking it 
between her lips, she lapped at the nub with the tip of the tongue. Quicker and quicker, the hands 
clutching the back of her head became so much stronger and more insistent. The wide hips under 
Sarah's hands started to roll forward to meet the attention, eager and demanding for what she thought 
belonged to her. Sarah couldn't blame her, who could?

From her position on her knees in front of the young girl, Sarah had a perfect view of the hard body 
that held her firmly in place, offering no choice but to continue what she was doing if she ever hoped to
get free. Of course, getting free was kind of irrelevant when clenched between legs so powerful. Even 
if she wanted to stop, she wasn't allowed to, the girl crossed her legs over Sarah's back as she rolled 
herself into Sarah's attentions.

A soft chuff of air leaving her mouth was promptly followed by more insistent grinding against Sarah's 
face as she was taken by force, given over to the girl's demands. Leaving no choice buy to continue. A 
sight to see by any stretch of the imagination, the young assassin arched her back and threw her head 
back as the first tendrils of her orgasm broke.

She rolled her hips in a piston motion with her back arching ever further until she was nearly bent over 
backwards. This time the force of her orgasm was a palpable thing and she wasn't ashamed to show 
Sarah. Her proud, hard body undulated and spasmed while she fought to keep breath in her lungs. Her 
voice came out a soft whimper as she moaned Sarah's name and let loose with a torrent of peppery 
tasting juice that coated Sarah's mouth with its tangy essence.

Sarah, never once to wait for another invitation, kept on with her attentions until she had the girl, back 
arched and breath short, coming again, clawing desperately now at the back of the half elf's head but 
unwilling to stop her.

The girl cried out weakly but Sarah didn't relent. The mind shattering pleasure rippling through the 
powerful assassin erased all semblance of who she was but for want of the object of her pleasure. Sarah
knew it and reveled in it. The little tart wanted to kill her, did she? There were more than a couple ways
to handle someone like that and this was her favorite.

Only when Sarah decided to did she slow down to allow the young woman a breath. As soon as she did,
the girl grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, forcing herself to sit up even as fresh sweat and her 
natural salient moisture tickled Sarah's mouth. Sarah looked up, feigning innocence, as much as she 
could while pinned as she was.

“You-” the girl huffed, “I can tolerate.”

“I suppose I should be honored, hm?” Sarah kissed her inner thigh without breaking eye contact. She 
looked good wearing Sarah's glasses. It caused Sarah to wonder what it would take to get her in a mid 
knee skirt and a white blouse. Oh yes, with those glasses, she would look very fetching. Sarah grinned 
to herself and took a long lick of the girl's milky skin.

The shuddering whimper was more than enough motivation to keep at it. Her ministrations were 
promptly rewarded with another soft whine and a tired, half hearted orgasm that forced the girl to give 
up. Finally, she'd won. The young assassin fwomped back on the bed, legs still hooked around Sarah's 
back and body quivering from head to toe. Sarah clenched the girl's ass in her hands and pushed herself
up to claim her prize.



Once face to face, Sarah kissed her throat even as the girl wrapped her legs around Sarah's lower back. 
She hadn't given up yet, it seemed. Sarah kissed her chin and smiled. “My, my, aren't you a rare treat.”

“I know what you think you're doing. . .” 

“Do you now?” Her smug grin was still firmly in place.

That was, until the girl shoved off with such speed and power that Sarah didn't even realize what was 
happening until she was on her back with the young woman straddling her waist. Pinned between her 
sweaty body and the mattress, she couldn't so much as breathe without permission. Permission the girl 
wasn't about to give.

She wrenched Sarah's head back and kissed her with such passion that every fiber of her being melted 
in the blast furnace of her young lover's presence. Completely obliterated, Sarah had no choice but to 
submit and she knew it. It had gotten out of hand in less than a second and there she was, about to loose
her life to a force she couldn't comprehend.

She was stupid. This was a dumb idea, but the hot tang of her lover's flavor lingered like good booze on
the tip of her tongue. Stupid or not, she wouldn't die with a regret about it, that much was certain. When
the girl broke the kiss, Sarah managed to strangle out a 'wait'.

“Why should I?” The husky reply was hot against her pointed ear.

“I have something for you.”

“Mmmmnnnn what is it?” She nipped Sarah's ear causing the half-elf to jerk. Gods her teeth were 
sharp.

“Those are quite sensitive dear. Let me up and I'll show you.”

They eyed one another for a lingering moment until finally, almost reluctantly, the girl crawled off of 
her. She started to turn, to sit but Sarah laid a hand on her lower back, locked gazes and said in her best 
commanding voice-- one she barely believed any more. “Stay. Just like that.”

The girl's brow furrowed, purple eyes searching Sarah. Even at that angle, though, the swell of her 
generous hips made her firm, tight ass all the more pronounced. Sweat glistened from her milky flesh 
as Sarah inched down the bed to recover her special toy. She stopped long enough to pay homage and 
kiss the girl's flank before she picked  up the double ended toy.

The reservoir inside the middle of the toy was especially warm. A concoction of her own design that 
had been 'harvested' from a Nightmare. The sultry heat of the wild stallion's ever warm spunk made 
Sarah's breath catch. It had been a very, very long time since she'd found someone worthy of this. Her 
last batch was going to fill a particularly worthy girl. Yes, today was going to be good.

The girl was looking over her shoulder with an unreadable expression that rode the line between 
contempt and amusement as Sarah slid the smaller end into her own vagina. Her smaller size and 
already quivering muscles only tightened against the intruder, causing the opposite side, the side she 
held in her hand, to swell.



Her young lover's violet eyes opened just a tiny bit wider and she looked up at Sarah, now with more 
curiosity than contempt. Dare she say, Sarah saw respect in those eyes. “Sarah.” She brushed her hair 
back behind her ear. “I--”

“Dear,” Sarah interrupted her, leaning over her prize to be and grabbing a hand full of her hair. She 
breathed a long hot breath against the young woman's cheek. “Tell me something.”

Ever defiant, the young woman eyed her suspiciously.

“Are you a good girl?”

“Shut up, Sarah.”

Did she really think that would stop her? “Hmph.” Sarah cupped her hand and slapped the girl's 
generous ass hard. That was rewarded with an instant gasp of surprise and a deep blush. “I'll make you 
my good girl if I have to.”

With the shock now flickering out of her expression, the young woman eyed Sarah defiantly. “Listen.”

Slap! “I asked you a question.”

The girl sunk her teeth into her lower lip and slowly, ever so gently, lowered herself from her knees. 
She spread her legs, sliding down further and further, opening herself inch by inch until she was doing 
perfect splits. Legs wide open with her moist pussy right at the edge of the bed, she rolled her back 
majestically displaying her body for Sarah.

“Holy shit--” Sarah breathed. She barely caught herself when the girl looked up at her with a 
smart-assed grin all her own. “You are. . . Mmph.” Sarah's knees wavered as she wrapped her arms 
around this young assassin, the woman meant to kill her and she bit into her shoulder with all the carnal
lust she had buried inside, waiting, begging for release. Gods above women like this were rare, she 
couldn't let the opportunity go to waste now.

“That's it.” The woman cooed as she arched her back even further, pushing up with the insides of her 
feet so her pussy was pushing right against the thickening toy. Sarah pushed down against her, driving 
the toy up against her vagina and nestled it between her strong buttcheeks. “Do you think you're 'man' 
enough for me, Sarah?”

“I- I'm willing to find out, girl.” Sarah took a hand full of the kid's hair and kissed her throat. “You're a 
naughty, naughty creature aren't you.”

“I'm no one's good girl, Sarah.”

“You're going to be mine.” Sarah bit into the girl's neck a bit, reared back and aligned the bulbous tip of
her double ended dildo with the girl's eager pussy.

“Is that what you--” was as far as she got before the massive head parted her flower. Without stopping 
Sarah gave her the entire tip and an inch after that, eliciting a whimpering cry as the cock forced her 
tight confines open. She had no choice but to take it and Sarah could tell from the swelling of the other 



end of the toy inside her that this girl really did have the athletic body she wore so proudly. No show 
muscles here, it was tight, hard and unforgiving.

Sarah bore down on her young lover, sliding another inch into her before she drew back, lubricating the
thick toy which had swelled to nearly double its girth by now as Sarah's body clenched tight. This girl 
deserved all she could handle every bit as much as Sarah did. Yes, she'd make her a good girl even if 
that meant giving her more than she could handle. She'd adapt. Girls like her always did.

It didn't take long before she did, either. She arched her neck back with eyes closed, letting out a silent 
moan as Sarah pushed another inch into her, laying into her back with her swollen hard nipples. “That's
a good girl. . . Is that too much?”

As if she cared, Sarah's hands fell away from holding her gently to grasp those lovely hips of hers. Yes, 
this would be it. A fantastic conquest the likes of which she would never forget. Even if it was her last. .
.

“Sarah,” she whimpered.

“We have similar tastes, don't we.” Sarah gripped the girl's wide hips and held loosely. A tiny push was 
all the encouragement her young lover needed, in seconds she was pushing back against Sarah, her 
tight pussy devouring inch after inch until she was satisfied. The cock inside Sarah swelled hard and 
fast with every inch the girl took in, expanding and filling her small half-elven body with the force of a 
real penis demanding her submission. “G- Gods.”

“It's getting bigger--”

Sarah pushed forward, deep and fast until she slammed into the girl's hard ass with all her weight. A 
strangled cry erupted from both of them as the cock swelled on both ends and Sarah filled the girl's 
depths. She leaned over the sweaty creature under her and whimpered in her ear. “That's a good girl. 
Good girls get what they want in life. . . Tell me, sweety--”

“Shh.” She reached back and grabbed ah and full of Sarah's hair. “Just-- that. Keep doing that.”

“This?” Sarah thrust into her, hard and fast. She drew back again and brought her weight down so she 
could ensure she hit her lover's most sensitive spot. “Perhaps this. . .” In the next breath Sarah had her 
thumbs against the brunette's rosebud. With a sultry purr, she whispered in her ear. “That's all right, I 
like naughty girls too.”

For her part in it, the young woman arched back against Sarah, a hard 'umph' erupting from her throat. 
She leaned forward and tilted her head back so she was looking up at Sarah through sweaty bangs. 
Sarah wrapped her hand around the girl's throat and kissed her deeply, thrusting and pulling back. Slow
at first and then harder with each successive push. However temporary the control she had was, Sarah 
reveled in it, kissing her and plunging deep again and again. Harder, faster, Sarah plunged into the tight
little girl.

The young woman grabbed two handfulls of the sheets, whining as Sarah plowed her with all the 
primal lust inside. To hell with the rest of the world and the shitty day she was having, this was her 
recompense. This was hers. Sarah let her go and clutched her wide hips. Slap, slap, slap. Sarah pounded
her so hard that the girl surrendered laying flat with her mound mashed against the bed and her legs 



spread a bit wider.

With each push the cock swelled and rubbed against Sarah's g-spot, it wasn't long before she started 
nearing the edge but she held on for as long as she could, plowing her new toy for all she could handle. 
Between thrusts she had just enough presence of mind to draw back and slap the girl's ass leaving a 
pleasant red handprint across her fat ass.

Yes, this was where she belonged. Sarah groaned as the girl braced her back into Sarah's chest, looking 
back up at her with lust clouded violet eyes. She kissed Sarah and bit her lower lip. “a- anh. . .”

Sarah grabbed her hips, pounded into her harder, unrelentingly slamming her hips into the young 
woman. She'd found a new love, it seemed. Girls old enough to be her daughter with hips and attitude. 
Yes, this? This was what it was about. Sarah grabbed a hand full of brunette hair and crammed the cock
into the young woman with a deeply satisfied growl.

The girl responded by rolling her hips back against Sarah's thick toy, now swollen to the size of nearly 
her wrist. The woman cried out and Sarah slammed her all the harder. It was time to let go, though, 
Sarah decided and drove into her. Her body quivered, wavered, electric tension erupting across her 
body as she slammed the girl harder and harder. Sarah didn't even attempt to hold back or slow her 
orgasm. She cried out loud and hard as her orgasm crashed across the shores of her body.

When she came the cock inside her burst forth and erupted into her young lover. The woman cried out 
as her own orgasm shattered her. The hot throbbing cock fought between them, their pussies clenching 
and releasing as the cock blasted thick, hot streams of horse cum into the young woman. Sarah grabbed
her around the waist and moaned in her ear. “Youweremadeforthis.” She slammed into the girl. Thrust 
more of the cum into her. Fighting for breath she held the girl, forcing her to take ever single drop. 
“Good girl.”

“S- Sarah-” She grabbed onto the half-elf's hand, whimpering as she was pumped full of the lurid seed.

“Good girl. . .” Sarah purred. It wasn't long before her orgasm trailed off, leaving her sweating atop this
young creature. “That's. . . That's it.” She thrust forward. “You're wearing the dress from now on.”

The young girl looked back. “W- We're not done. . . Not by a long shot.” There was a spark of 
challenge in those lust filled eyes that set the hairs on Sarah's neck on end. What had she done?

* * * *

Caldion leaned back in the chair, watching quietly as the steady throng of early morning guests checked
out, checked in and partook of the offered breakfast. Though he himself didn't, the smells of ham and 
vegetables filled the lobby, tickling his nose with the promise of sustenance. Skipping meals was taking
its toll on him but he couldn't bring himself to touch anything that Sarah had a hand in. The fact that he 
hadn't slept in the last day was only a testament to that fact. He was a trained paladin, he couldn't give 
in to weaknesses like sleep when there were questions to be answered and a mystery to be solved.

Whether she was intentionally subversive or just flat out didn't care about what was going on around 
her, she had problems that much was evident. But if what the kobold-- a kobold priest of a pleasure 
deity, that he didn't expect-- said was even remotely true, then the goddess herself had tasked Sarah 
with killing a dragon.



Kill a dragon.

Holy shit, was he insane to even consider going with this? His father would have. . .

“Stop,” he whispered to no one in particular, grasping his wrist in one hand and setting his hands over 
his eyes. The drone of people talking about their lives became a muddy soup of sound that lulled 
Caldion to the edge of sleep. He was almost asleep when he heard a woman's voice, Sarah's voice. He 
raised his hand to peek over at the source of it.

Sweat soaked hair matted to her skull and sunken eyes from lack of sleep somehow made her look 
more attractive, as though the entire world had borne down on her but she'd managed to endure it and 
overcome it out of sheer spite. It was pretty clear she hadn't slept and yet it explained his not seeing her
for almost an entire day. What had she been doing since disappearing into the room with that woman? 
More to the point, what was that smell?

He was about to comment on it but then he noticed the thin red line around the base of her throat, 
veiled just barely by the collar of the plush robe she was wearing.

“Huh?”

“Go,” Sarah whispered. “We need to go.” She rubbed at her throat.



Interlude 4: Felicia's Lonely Road 1

To many, Felicia would probably have been considered something of a simpleton, but she never looked 
at it that way. In fact, she knew she wasn't stupid. After all, a wise person admitted their faults and that 
no matter how much they might think they knew, they really knew almost nothing about how the world
worked. No, Felicia might not have been a scholar, but she wasn't stupid, either.

So she had to wonder why, standing outside of a shop with a weapon smith's placard, did she suddenly 
feel the itch at the back of her mind that told her she was being stupid. On one hand, she knew she 
couldn't hope to catch up to Sarah if she didn't leave immediately, but still. Was that what she really 
wanted?

Her chocolate colored eyes turned to the horizon for a moment, breath catching in her throat as the sun 
painted the sky a soft shade of baby blue that only two clouds had the courage to smear with their dingy
grey smudges. It wasn't even high sun yet, her father would probably be just getting up right now, he 
wouldn't realize she'd left. 

She could still turn back.

She could. It wasn't too late yet.

Felicia's heart fluttered with indecision and the nagging whimper of questions she knew needed 
answers; even if she found Sarah, would she be accepted? Would she be loved the way that she had 
been that night in the 'temple' of Isira? Could she really hope to keep the half-elf's attention? Would her
father be all right if she left? How far could she hope to get with the four hundred gold she had?

The fluttering in her chest became a weight in the pit of her stomach as she looked at the cobble ringed 
building again with renewed fear. Through the dingy window, cast in light from a small forge in the 
back was a young man of about ten shaping a piece of steel into something. She caught herself 
watching his rhythmic motions, each so practiced and smoothly enacted that he would have the 
hammer in the air again before the dull 'pang' sound had even hit the window.

The motion made her think about Sarah-- how smooth she had been as she rolled her hips and brought 
her beautifully curved body down on Felicia. That smooth, easy stroke of a hot intruder burying itself 
to the hilt in Felicia's butt while her elven friend's thick member rubbed against it inside. Pang. Sarah's 
heat against her, a hand full of hair. . .

Pang. She'd slammed into Felicia, the hard, unforgiving thrusts that ensured she was at the woman's 
mercy. The half-elf claimed her, unquestionably. Felicia longed for it now, to feel inch after inch 
slamming into her quivering body. Pang. Pang. Pang. Sarah had made her a good girl. . . Sarah had 



promised--

Sarah had made her a good girl. Good girls got rewards.

Felicia's hand trembled along with her knees as she trudged up the steps to the shop. A twinge of loss in
the back of her mind died off like a gust of wind sweeping through her hair. That subtle touch that told 
her she'd changed somewhere and it was likely she wasn't going to get back to who she was ever again. 
But was that such a bad thing?

The hot tang of burning charcoal tickled her nose and the pang of the hammer hitting the anvil became 
more pronounced, making the teen blush a faint crimson as memories of that night flooded through her 
mind with each satisfying clang of metal on metal. Whether or not she had meant to, Sarah had left a 
mark on her in more ways that one.

Felicia's generous chest swelled against her bodice when she drew in a deep breath, taking in the shop 
with one sweep of her gaze. It was modest, and the actual smithy part of the shop was separated by a 
human's height worth of open space with some planks to walk across. It might have been quaint if not 
for the expensive looking display cases and racks displaying all manner of blades and armor 
components. It had the air of a place that was-- or was trying-- to be more upscale than it was.

She swallowed, lost in the glint of ornate tools of death and destruction. Her mother had told her about 
shops like this back home, and though she had never seen one, she was momentarily swept up in 
images of the kinds of people that would wield them. One piece in particular caught her attention, 
hanging behind the counter on two massive iron pegs.

The sword was larger than she was, it's blade easily dwarfing even her thigh in girth. She edged closer, 
trying to squint at the price tag dangling from the hilt. Something prickled the edge of her awareness 
from behind and she looked back to find an older man hovering over her, almost pressing against her 
butt. For just one split second she thought it was her father.

He was clean cut and had a strong military look about him-- a hard jaw, broad shoulders and a proud 
stance that said he knew what he was after in life. The greying spots at his temples made his raven hair 
look all the more dignified. He smiled a little, that kind of smile that was meant to be disarming. “Help 
ya', miss?”

Pang. Pang. Pang.

It was only when Felicia turned to face him that she realized his left arm was completely gone. She 
dampened her lips, flashed her best smile and tried to speak. It came out a strangled gasp.



Even when she tried again, she couldn't bring the words out. She cleared her throat and gesticulated 
towards one of the display cases. “Ahm-- I'm trying to. . . er. Find a weapon. M- Maybe some armor?”

His sharp grey eyes lingered on her face, but she could sense that he was looking her over, appraising. 
She became acutely aware of the warm air across her ample cleavage and tried to discretely cover it by 
feigning a cough. She patted her chest lightly. “Sorry, I'm not used to this. Ahm-- w- what would you 
recommend?”

He held her gaze for a moment, a moment longer and then smiled once more. “Right this way. . .” he 
turned and lead her through the isles until they came to a rack of blades as long as her leg. “Is he a 
soldier?”

“Uh?”

“Be forgiving my presumption, but I don't think you're shopping for yourself and I don't see a ring, so I 
have tah think it's for your father or brother. Am I right?”

“Uh. . . Y- Yeah. My br- brother. Yep,” Felicia murmured as she looked over the blades. “Um, h- he's. 
He's going to the Watch.”

“That right? Well, a good thing. It's been chaos around here, lately-- some noble went and got himself 
killed, a bunch of ruckus, it was. Good thing for your brother, then. He'll do this city proud.” He passed
the larger blades into a few displays with shorter, more ornane ones. “So, he'll probably want 
something he can use close in. The guard'll give 'im a pike for patrols.”

“O- Oh? So, short is good then?”

“Oh yes, ma'am. You want to leverage your strength,” he flipped the latch on one of the displays and 
pulled one of the swords. “See, with a blade like this you focus on getting puncturing wounds.” He 
thrust into the air slowly for emphasis. “You wanna disrupt organs and put your opponent down 
quickly.”

Felicia frowned at that when an image of crimson bloomed across her vision. She'd never killed 
anyone, but she had killed one of the lame calfs before. . . The blood, the screaming, she'd nearly 
blacked out. But, she needed something to defend herself with. Trying to catch up to Sarah wasn't 
going to be like taking veggies to market. There'd be danger. Yes, she needed this blade.

“O- Okay, so. . . Is there any difference between one or the other?”

“Aside price? Be forgiving my bluntness, miss, but you pay for quality. You won't find better steel in 



Parnel, though. Can promise you that.”

Pang, pang, pang. Steel. . . Steel like the hard intruder that Sarah had plowed into her, gods, was she 
really thinking about that now? Her cheeks burned with shameful lust and that niggling implication of 
the man's words, “you pay for quality.”

“U- Uh. . .” Felicia closed her eyes for a moment. Bearings. She needed her bearings. Sarah was 
waiting for her. “M- My brother's kind of small, what would you suggest? Size wise?”

“Ah, yeah, one'f those? Don't worry none, I've got just the thing. . .” he replaced the blade and 
wandered over to another case, removing a blade with a beautiful ivory handle. The blue leather 
scabbard was wrapped in silver braiding and accented with a polished steel neck. “Here, try this.”

Her trembling hand wrapped around the handle, taking it as though it would bite her. She could do this. 
She could be strong. She could be a good girl.

Yes, she could.

With a steading breath, she drew the blade from its scabbard and inspected it. It was light, comfortable 
in her hand and very well balanced. She could probably fit it on her belt with a little work, and she'd be 
armed. Yes, this was perfect! “How much for this one?”

“For such a pretty face? I could do with. . . Oh, how about ten ounces of silver?”

“Oh, my.” It was a steal, she'd be an idiot to pass that up. Even though her father-- when he had been 
her father-- taught her to negotiate on everything, ten ounces was a drop in the bucket. “Well. . . uh--”

“Well, if that's too much--”

Felicia pre-empted him. “A- Armor. He needs armor, too.”

In the next half hour she was shown a number of armors that looked pieced together from different 
parts-- rings fastened to leather; plates fixed to leather. All manner of strange combinations of boiled 
leather and metal, all remarkably affordable, but hardly the kind of thing she imagined would last if she
came into real danger.

If she were Sarah, she'd probably have gone with something heavier. . . Something meant for the rigors 
of the road. Which is why, when they passed by a suit of tiny interlocking rings, Felicia stopped as the 



shop owner-- Betran-- continued on. He was regaling her with tales about combat in some 'police 
action' against an armed peasant rebellion that lead to the formation of a quasi nation state. She was 
only half paying attention, the pervasive pang, pang, pang slamming against her mind, making her 
body quiver. The moist warmth dampening her inner thighs was becoming unbearable along with the 
need to feel someone-- to feel Her wrapped around her. . . To be full again.

Gods, what had she become.

Felicia clenched her thighs together as she eyed the armor, distractedly fingering some of the rings. “H 
Betran?”

“Ye- Oh, that? I doubt you'd want that for him.”

“Why not?” Her breath caught a little when he stepped up beside her, the scent of his musk and power 
filled her nose, his slick baritone tickling her ear when he spoke. He brushed against her just a little and
her heart flip-flopped in her chest. “It. . . looks strong. . .?”

“Sure, it'll turn a blade, but it's heavy,” he was saying as Felicia leaned her weight back. A hair more 
and she'd touch him. She could feel the heat of his presence and for a second an alarm went off in the 
back of her mind. What was she doing? Was she insane? “In a city, you've got nails and things that can 
get caught on the links. Plus, chainmail's expensive--”

She did it. She leaned back against his chest. There was a second's pause where she imagined him 
wrapping his arm around her and taking her there and then. She wouldn't fight, she wanted to feel that 
comfort-- she needed to know that there wasn't anything to be ashamed of. What Sarah had done to her 
had made her a good girl, she just needed to know she was right.

She wanted an excuse to loose herself, to know that it was all right to let go of who she'd been before 
the man that was her father had betrayed her. She needed someone to tell her she was doing the right 
thing. . . She needed it.

Betran, however, had other ideas. His firm hand cusped the back of her neck to steady her. “Careful, 
now.” He said in a throaty voice. “Almost fell.”

He was taking the most direct route he could to keeping the situation casual, his manner and tone, the 
way he let go at just the right moment. He wasn't going to help her cure her itch and she should've been
ashamed to even think of something like that. Gods, what had Sarah done to her.

Painfully, regretfully, she looked to the armor with cheeks burning in her own shame. She was better 
than this, what would have mother have said? Throwing herself at strange men and hoping for 



something she had no right to ask-- gods, what an idiot. How could she have hoped to live up to what 
Sarah wanted for her if she was trying to validate her doubts like some kind of little kid reaching for a 
candy. Sarah needed her to be stronger, she could be stronger.

She could be a good girl. . .

“I'll take it.”

“Uh--”

“Well, it's good in a fight, right? You said so yourself.”

“Begging your pardon, ma'am, but this is expensive, and if your brother goes wearing it around town, 
he's going to make himself a target for all kinds of criminals that'll want to sell it. I really don't--”

“Please. Please, how much do you want for it?”

“It's fifty gold coins, miss.”

Felicia blanched inwardly. “F- Fifty coins?!”

“You pay for quality, ma'am. Meaning no offense, but like I said, chainmail is expensive. I have to pay 
my help and it's labor intensive.” He leaned in conspiratorially. “I'm charging you near cost, but don't 
tell anyone!”

Felicia looked up at the armor, her hand tightening around the coin purse protectively. She had been a 
good girl for years, it was time she stepped into the role of a woman. She'd find Sarah, she'd protect her
from whatever trouble she was in.

She could do this.

“I'll take it.”

#

In the next four hours, Felicia spent more than a hundred coin buying more supplies than she could 
really carry-- anything that sounded like it's be useful found its way into her new backpack and then 



when that became too cumbersome, she found herself a horse merchant-- she'd need one anyway-- and 
wound up negotiating a fantastic price on a proud stallion with a beautiful grey-white coat and patient 
disposition.

But as morning turned into afternoon the ache she felt for Sarah's presence had started to burn away, 
replaced by a concern that she was loosing ground to Sarah and her companions. She'd managed to 
figure out she needed to head west, but before she could get there, she'd have to cross almost two whole
nations to get to Desrol, but she was committed, she was going to save Sarah and she was going to be 
the woman that she needed to be.

A few hours after that, however, nearing the edge of the city's limits, she found a place called the Black 
Boar Inn straddling two large tracts of land. Dozens of carts had been packed along the side of the road 
back to back like centipedes.

Some of them were familiar, and with a little investigation, she found some of the wagons that she'd 
seen outside of the Isira temple during the revel. It wasn't all that surprising, but did that mean they 
were following Sarah and her troupe? For that matter, did it mean they were the cause of the chaos that 
the armorer had spoken of?

Felicia's stomach grumbled, reminding her that there was more to the inn than just the glow of the early
evening lanterns. Even before she caught a whiff of the scent of roast pig, her mouth had begun 
salivating with possibility. It was the chance to get directions, get some water for her new canteens and 
maybe some dinner. Yes, this was a good place to stop for the time being.

After she lashed the horse to a hitching post, she wandered inside and was almost immediately 
overwhelmed by the cacophony of sound, smells and sights. Half clothed dancers mingled around the 
smattering of tables telling bawdy jokes and sharing food.

Every table in the lobby was packed and surrounded with people. All of them except one.

There was a single table in the middle of the lobby stacked high with empty plates and cups nearly to 
the chin level of the short, slight framed woman sitting in the chair. Everyone seemed to be deliberately
ignoring her, but as Felicia approached-- intent on talking to the older woman behind the bar-- a slender
hand grabbed her wrist.

Felicia turned, not sure what to think at first. The young woman smiled, her purple gaze lingering on 
the teen with a slightly amused flicker. “You look lost.” Her voice was a sultry rolling purr that raised 
the hackles on Felicia's neck.

“Uhm-- I kind of am. . .”



“Have a seat, maybe I can help. I can tell we have similar friends. . .”

“Oh?”

“You know Sarah, don't you?”

Felicia relaxed a little, eying the chair. “I do, yes. Do you?”

“Oh, yes. I know her very well. But I don't know where she got off to in such a hurry. . .” The young 
woman smiled a brilliant grin. “Maybe we can help each other out.”

# # #
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